


DEDICATION 


This issue of GloMag is dedicated to Asifa Bano, who was 
gang-raped and brutally murdered. This issue is also 
dedicated to victims of sexual abuse all over the world. 





“a quick turn around a corner and my planet becomes sand 


on the shore of a dying Universe.” 


~ S. Kelley Harrell, The Journey of Healing: Wisdom from 
Survivors of Sexual Abuse: A Literary Anthology 
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Title of the Cover Pic: Athena: the Goddess of Poetry 
ABOUT THE ARTIST 


| was a painter even before a poet. What started as 
scribbling and drawing patterns today has become my 
favourite hobby and refuge when | want to silence my inner 
mind. This passion for writing and art started in school and | 
am glad it has stayed on. Whenever | am angry or helpless | 
resort to penning it down or painting it in colours. And to 
my surprise, the aggressions simply turn down to a lovely 
piece of art and it comforts my mind. My poems and 
painting/sketches are inspired by simplicity. | lived in the 
quaint hills of Ooty and it provided the perfect background 
for me to nurture my love for art. | also have a 


specialisation in early education, and teach English, Hindi 
and French to students across all age groups. Helping 
students understand the English language to promote their 
professional growth is another area of focus for me. 
Hardcore preacher of literacy, | work with students from 
the underprivileged background. 


WEBSITE 
http://kiranzk.tumblr.com/ 


https://www.instagram.com/nomad_kikikomail 
ART PERSPECTIVE 


The cover has a woman. | have named her Athena: the 
Goddess of Poetry. To me, if ever my poetry needed a face, 
it would look like her: calm, peaceful and full of love 
surrounded by flowers. At large, my poems and sketches 
have only one message to give, and that is to give love and 
be hopeful for better things to come. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2018 
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BLURBS 
Kathy Fagan, author of Sycamore 


Down the harrowingly thin lines of Darren C. Demaree’s 
seventh collection, “scars work through the beauty,” and 


mine a vein of Ohio blood filled with lightning. Demaree 
poeticizes and politicizes the epidemic of Ohio drug 
manufacture and addiction in this harsh and moving 
book—to my way of thinking, the poetic equivalent of 
Donald Ray Pollock’s Knockemstiff. Demaree’s Two Towns 
Over asks no less profound a question than “loss//will find 
me/once this shit/wears off//& then what?” 


Maggie Smith, author of Good Bones 


“It is not hyperbole to call Darren Demaree’s Two Towns 
Over a game-changer. In these dazzling, risk-taking poems, 
Demaree drags us through the small towns of Ohio, towns 
ravaged by drugs: ‘They are taking/ all of Ohio. It’s a burial/ 
of the living.’ This Ohio has been poisoned grotesque, and 
yet, thanks to this poet’s empathetic eye and gallows 
humor, it is still beautifully redeemable. It is home: ‘All fire/ 
& water,/ these people/ my people.’” 


Campbell McGrath, author of XX: Poems for the Twentieth 
Century 


In Two Townships Over, Darren Demaree manages to 
combine the imagistic clarity of James Wright with the 
fragmented intensity of Franz Wright to create a voice that 
is darkly comic, tragically enraged and entirely heart- 
breaking. Demaree’s Ohio is a dysfunctional landscape of 
addiction and abandonment that speaks to the unfulfilled 


hungers, spiritual and material, that haunt contemporary 
society. Telegraphic, lapidary, alive to its time, this is a book 
of poems that reads like a collection of dispatches from the 
front lines of American despair. 


PREFACE 
Dr. Deena Padayachee 


(South Africa-born medical doctor who is the winner of the 


Nadine Gordimer Prize for prose) 





BRIEF ARTICLES 
ONE 


| think that the real curses that contaminate humanity are 
religions, political doctrines, bigotry and racism that dredge 
up the worst in human beings. 


Such systems ‘legitimise’ and ‘validate’ anti-human and, 
indeed, inhuman behaviour. 


Nothing can make such behaviour acceptable. 


Nothing. 


TWO 

Religions that foster bigotry 
Have no semblance to divinity. 
THREE 


Many Indians tend to be careful with money because, for 
most of our history, we’ve been dispossessed by 
conquerors, and ‘legally’ exploited and underpaid by them. 
Many Indians have a heritage of having had to live hand to 
mouth. The wise Indians (and others) know how to be 
generous and earn blessings and goodwill by paying people 
decently and leaving happy hearts and joyful memories 
where-ever they go. 


FOUR 


One’s religion should not stop one from being a decent 
human being. 


FIVE 
Every empire exists by ‘legally’ depriving the conquered 


of their human rights. 


CONTENT 
Aakash Sagar Chouhan 
Allan Britt 
Alicja Maria Kuberska 
Amitabh Mitra 
Aminool Islam 
Ampat Koshy 
Anand Abraham Pillay 
Anand Gautam 
Angela Chetty 
Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku) 
Ann Christine Tabaka 
Anurag Mathur 
Ashish Kumar Pathak 
Asoke Kumar Mitra 
Ayshwaria Sekher/Icecamp 
Barry Pittard 


Bevan Boggenpoel 


18 
20 
22 
24 
26 
28 
32 
36 
39 
42 
45 
48 
50 
52 
55 
57 


62 


Bheki BO. Nxumalo 
Bini B.S. 
Chandramohan Naidu 
Christopher Villiers 
Daginne Aignend 
Daniel de Culla 
Darren C. Demaree 
Deena Padayachee 
Dipankar Sarkar 
Don Beukes 

Duane Vorhees 
Eliza Segiet 

Elvira Lobo 
Fathima Zara Khan 
Gayatree G Lahon 
Gauri Dixit 

Geeta Varma 


Geethanjali Dilip 


65 
69 
73 
76 
78 
80 
83 
84 
87 
90 
95 
98 
100 
103 
106 
109 
111 


113 


Geoffrey Jackson 
Glory Sasikala 
Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny 
Haneefa C.A. 
Jagadish Prasad 
Jagari Mukherjee 
Jayant Singhal 
Jeffrey Oliver 

Joan McNerney 
Joseph Elenbaas 

Ken Allan Dronsfield 
Kerala Varma 

Kiran Zehra Komail 
Leroy Abrahams 
Linda Imbler 
Lopamudra Banerjee 
Madhu Jaiswal 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar 


115 
119 
122 
126 
129 
132 
134 
137 
141 
143 
145 
147 
150 
153 
157 
159 
162 


164 


Mahitha Kasireddi 
Manisha Manhas 
Mathew Jasper 
Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi 
Merlyn Alexander 
Michael Lee Johnson 
Moinak Dutta 

Nandita Samanta 
Nivedita Karthik 

Padmini Rambhatla 
Panjami Anand 
Parasuram Ramamoorthi 
Paul Brookes 

Philip G. Bell 

Prahallad Satpathy 
Prasanna H 

Pratima Apte 


Praveen Ranjit 


167 
170 
174 
177 
179 
182 
185 
188 
191 
193 
196 
198 
200 
202 
205 
209 
212 


216 


Preety Bora 

Radhamani Sarma 

Rajnish Mishra 

Ramendra Kumar 

Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh) 
Reena Prasad 

Ro Hith 

Robert Feldman 

Romeo della Valle 

Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola) 
Samixa Bajaj 

Sanhita Sinha 

Santosh Bakaya 

Sara Bubber 

Sara Omankutty Varghese 
Seema K Jayaraman 
Shamenaz 


Shivank Sarin 


218 
220 
223 
226 
229 
232 
234 
237 
241 
244 
247 
250 
252 
255 
257 
259 
264 


266 


Shobha Warrier 
Shreekumar Varma 
Smruti Ranjan Mohanty 
Sonia Gupta 

Sravani Singampalli 
Stalina Sbs 

Subhash Chandra Rai 
Sudeshna Mukherjee 
Sumana Bhattacharee 
Sumita Dutta 

Sunil Sharma 

Usha Chandrasekharan 
Vandana Kumar 
Vasanthi Swetha 

Vijay Nair 

Vineetha Mekkoth 
Wanda Morrow Clevenger 


William P. Cushing 


268 
271 
273 
277 
279 
281 
286 
289 
293 
296 
299 
301 
303 
306 
309 
312 
314 


317 


Zulfiqar Parvez 319 


"Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow" 


The bed is no more a stranger, 

Sleep ain't a whore anymore; 

Footsteps of mind return to home every night, 
But this temple ain't mine; 


Still a surname clings to my spine. 


Yesterday, the lamppost slept enough on streets, 
Viruses had a deficiency of need to greet; 
Then | met Love in that same old lane, 


Dead names got a new birth again. 


Thanks to the sorries of sorrows, 
£ — Until knowledge knew smiles are free to borrow; 
Now always has a new tomorrow to follow, 


if For tonight rests on pillows of known willows. 
y 
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YESTERDAY, TODAY AND TOMORROW 





The bed is no more a stranger, 

Sleep ain't a whore anymore; 

Footsteps of mind return to home every night, 
But this temple ain't mine; 


Still a surname clings to my spine. 


Yesterday, the lamppost slept enough on streets, 
Viruses had a deficiency of need to greet; 
Then | met Love in that same old lane, 


Dead names got a new birth again. 
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Thanks to the sorries of sorrows, 
Until knowledge knew smiles are free to borrow; 
Now always has a new tomorrow to follow, 


For tonight rests on pillows of known willows. 


‘ec 7 
ad 








Aakash Sagar Chouhan: Aakash is a nomadic poet from 


Rourkela, Odisha, India. He co-authored “Between Moms 


and Sons” along with Mrs. Geethanjali Dilip (Geethamma). 


He also teamed up with eight eminent Indian Poets and 


launched “The Virtual Reality” in Kolkata. Since then, he has 


contributed to several anthologies. He now awaits the 


sequel of “Between Moms and Sons- Il” launch with 


Geethamma this year. 





PRE-EASTER 

Toes curl walnut-stained 2x4s 
above an altar in Athens, GA; 
timbers groan, Arctic wind 
slashes segmented cobalt 

& bloodstone pews below three 


virgin ceiling fans on ball bearings. 


Ask an ivory-faced barn owl 
what year it is before barn owl, 
shy, & scratching for a reason 


between two hay-infested beams, 


20 


suddenly recognizes you 


from the old neighborhood. 





Allan Britt: Alan Britt was invited by the Ecuadorian House 
of Culture Benjamin Carrion in Quito, Ecuador as part of the 
first cultural exchange of poets between Ecuador and the 
United States. He also served as judge for the The Bitter 
Oleander Press Library of Poetry Book Award. He has 
published 15 books of poetry, his latest being Violin Smoke 
(Translated into Hungarian by Paul Sohar and published in 
Romania: 2015). He teaches English/Creative Writing at 
Towson University. 
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PORTRAIT OF ROSE 

A picture on the easel played a symphony of colours. 
A girl emerged from many dots and lines. 

The painter immortalized her beauty on the canvas. 


She was the lonely rose from the Little Prince’s planet. 


Long strokes underlined the gentle curve of a slender neck 
and the softness of round breasts 

under her transparent blouse. 

He wove rays of the sun in the unruly strands of hair, 
falling as a heavy cascade of black on her neck. 

On her moist mouth, slightly opened, 


red passionate kisses bloomed. 
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Happiness sparkled in the half-closed eyes of the model 
- gold droplets suspended in azure. 


Love and passion in the Crown of Thorns create 


Masterpieces. 





Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. She has nine books to her credit. 
She edits a series of anthologies and her poems have been 
published in numerous anthologies and magazines in 
various countries. She is a member of the Polish Writers 
Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, Albania. 
She is also a member of directors’ board of Soflay 
Literature Foundation. 
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MDANTSANE AGAIN 

and in some coral nights 

i see you through panes 

in an unblinking sky 

stare thoughts in a traveling 
glow 

outside a mad man lurches 
demands to be seen 

his thoughts are purple 

his voice guttural enduring 


the window glass disappears 


24 


madantsane 
echoes again 


in some afterthoughts 


of such coral nights. 





Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many 
worlds and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. 
Words and images tend to amalgamate in many such 
strange journeys. 
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THE LOVE TRUE 
The one 

In you 

Isin me 


Either 


Find that one 
Once, 
Fall apart 


We'll never. 
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Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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A TRIBUTE TO MY MOTHER AND HER POEMS 

| try to edit my mother's poems 

and come up against the power of words 

where dealing with the voice of someone 

who is still soeaking to me from beyond the grave 
the words seem writ in finest marble 

and refuse any change 

Typed out by another from her beautiful handwriting 
| correct only the typos found 


One poem has three drafts 
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and one two 
and | can see which one is better 
of the versions 


but my hands freeze powerless to delete the others off the 
page 


despite the mistakes left uncorrected by her in the other 
efforts 


| understand the words of the dead are indeed tongued by 
fire 


as Eliot said 

and poetry is the finest of language's grain 

with no shred of its chaff 

Rarely does she falter, my mother, in her poems 
She was surely an Emily Dickinson come again 

| stand silent, speechless, as she her life unfurls 

Of loneliness from dawn to night 

and how one overcomes with a mind admirable 


admired, admiring, that fleet-footed stepped over the 
abyss 
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of madness and every other crevasse 
and crack in the groundswell of this difficult life 


by sharp, keen, close observation of nature, by thought and 
self-reflection 


Silently, | read, and am stirred 

Deep within, by the unfolding of her inner life 

So gentle, pure and delicate its longings and inclinations 
So keen its heart-felt sorrows and 

So simple and easy to be glossed over her solution 


of faith and love, in a world now grown too harsh, cruel and 
meaninglessly hateful and strident 


Her love of Christ put forth only in passing, subtly 
almost as if it is an afterthought. 

Whatever my thoughts, | keep them inside 
determined to carry forward the light 

and make what she started end in the might 

of its flowering in an endless "white spray" 

of a wake of clear writing that cannot but live 


long and make all at its altar kneel, and pray 
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Ampat Koshy: | am a poet, fiction writer, editor, anthologist 
and literary critic or theoretician residing in Jazan, Saudi 
Arabia. | work as an Assistant Professor, in the English 
Department, of Jazan University. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published 1 collection of 
short stories, 2 poetry collections, 1 book on poetry, and 2 
books of co-written essays and edited or put together and 
contributed to 1 critical anthology, 3 mixed anthologies, 3 
poetry anthologies and 2 short story anthologies. Recently | 
have been given the Ambassador of the Word title by a 
Spanish organization. 
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WO-+MAN 

Woman!... The color in your life 

Sharing ....the spice for all the styles 

Caring .....so you earn much more for a living 


It’s the love that shines in her eyes 


Her thoughts for all that’s 
Not just so simple 
She spurs you on 


So you start on the double 
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Woman!....the color in your life 
Adding ..... the fun for the smiles 
Caring... so you don’t get into trouble 


It’s the love that shines in her eyes.... 


She gives those looks 
And you float like a bubble 
Making you feel 


It’s worth all the trouble 


Woman the power in your life 
Praying ....so you get all those feelings 
Knowing ..... THE thoughts IN YOUR MIND 


It’s the love that shines in her eyes. 


Woo-man who adds to the man 


But it’s the order of things 


See if you can 
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It’s ... life’s high and low 
That makes the music flow 


And it’s the love that shines in her eyes 


If woman and man should ever be equals 
Then cometh the time 

When the time and tide would stand 
And all would level 

The universe would freeze, 

Nothing would move 

Not even the breeze... 

And all it takes 

Is the love that shines in her eyes...And, 
The world would begin to spin........ 
Time would fly 


We‘d start to grin 
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And there’d always be FUN 
All our lives.... Ha ha ha....... cause... 


It’s the love that shines in her eyes.......... he he he 





Anand Abraham Pillay: He is a writer, singer, dancer, artist, 
and athlete. He is currently living in Mumbai and is Senior 
Manager with AAI, Mumbai Airport. He loves to cook, loves 
adventure and loves travelling, and is a naturalist. 
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In broad daylight 

| see the darkness all around 
Clog! A traffic jam in my mind 
Thoughts stuck somewhere in the oblivion 
Unable to move 

Neither forward nor back 
Checkmate! 

Checkmate in everything | do 
Something counters my acts, 
My thoughts, my beliefs 
Who's spying on me? 

| raise a Suspicion. 


Am | becoming insane? 
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For | see no one around; 
But checkmate! 

Is there a hand of God in it? 
Or is it evil all around? 
What's going on? 

No, | am in all my sanity 

At least | think. 


But something counters my thoughts. 


Clog! A traffic jam in my mind 

Thoughts stuck somewhere in the oblivion 
Unable to move 

Neither forward nor back 

Checkmate! 

How many more checkmates? 

| yell repeatedly 

With my eyes flaming red, 


My cheeks shivering, and 
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My mouth spitting as | shout. 
And the only answer | get 


Is an echo of me. 





Anand Gautam: He hails from Hyderabad, India. He studied 
life sciences, currently works in a tech giant, and his heart 
and soul has always been inclined towards poetry and 
fiction. He snatches a few minutes every day from his life 
for his love of writing and believes that one’s passion must 
be kept alive to be alive. He can be found on Instagram 
handle, @anand_writes and he blogs at 
https://notesandwords.wordpress.com/ 
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BROKEN WINGS 

You've broken my trust, deeply wounding me 
You've senselessly battered my beautiful body 
eroded my psyche with fields of fear and torment 
I’m in a deceitful web of agonising anguish 

Clad with the enduring chains of suppression 

I’m saturated with weeping rivers of sorrow 
Meandering its journey to an ocean unending 


Where there is no welcoming shore. 


You promised a life of eternal bliss 


Only to fleece my tender heart, 


Ransom my precious love and shatter 
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My hopes and dreams of a life of happiness 
My mind is engraved with your affliction 
| hear birds crying out with broken wings 


Seeking solace and recuperation. 


There is interminable magnificence 

in a restored soul basking in soulful serenity 

Every scar defines the soul warrior 

A testament to the combat and triumph 

Over the incessant war with soul destroyers. 

The jubilant triumph of the renewal of one’s spirit 
Giving the strength to rise above the ominous rainclouds 
Dancing on cloud nine in the euphonious heavens 


Where opaque shadows never touch your luminous soul. 


The luminosity of hope radiates in your countenance 


as the emblem of harmony is inscribed in your heart 


No more a casualty of twisted love and broken promises 
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Unhindered by the haunting memories lurking in your 
thoughts 


Regenerating neural pathways as you become a victorious 
overcomer 


Choosing to “breathe” as you live a serene verve of 


veritable joy. 





Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. 
| work as a consultant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published a poetry anthology. 
International Poetry awarded me as an Elite Poet in the 
2018 Poet’s Showcase and Yearbook which honours top 
writers and best original poetry. From The Heart featured 
two poems as Editor's Choice for the most heartfelt and 
meaningful prose in the Annual Valentines edition. 
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LOVE INASUMMER NOON 

In the noon of summer 

To the shade of a tree 

You come making sound 

Crushing under your feet dry leafs; 
With dress pulled to the knees 
With hair hanging loose on 

The shoulders and nape, you 


Tread cautiously on dry sheaf; 


| wait for you sitting ona 
Stone with hot wind beating 


Against my face and dreaming 
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To put a kiss on your face; 
You fall on my lap like a 
Plant decked with flowers 
Bearing sweet essences, for 


Me you look sweet and fresh; 


In the shade of the tree 

We spend the noon in each 
Other’s arms like old lovers 
Who have lived apart long; 
Both are happy like young 
Birds ready to fly first time 
Wings of love open, with each 


Flapping we are going strong 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 
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A NEW DAY DAWNS 

A sleepy morning yawns, 
stretching its arms across 
the land. Moving into the 
light, reaching for dawn, 


at last burdens fall away. 


Gingerly stepping over 
the crumbled dreams of 
yesterday tossed on the 


floor. Burnt offerings cast 
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upon the sea, | make my 


way through another door. 


The day advances slowly, 
with hope on its wing. A 
single thought buoys me 
and strengthens my reserve. 


That with every sunrise, 


another chance dawns anew. 
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Ann Christine Tabaka: She was born and lives in Delaware. 
She is a published poet, an artist, a chemist, and a personal 
trainer. She loves gardening, cooking, and the ocean. Chris 
lives with her husband and two cats. Her poems have been 
published in numerous national and international poetry 
journals, reviews, and anthologies. Chris has been selected 
as the resident Haiku poet for Stanzaic Stylings. 
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IS THIS WHAT HOME LOOKS LIKE 
| walk slowly through the woods, 
The drizzle soaks me to the bone, 
The long walk stirs up memories, 


That give me company and | am no longer alone. 


| reach the already open doors, 


The warm smile and the warmer embrace, 
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"Is this what home looks like?" | ask 


Ask | sink into your heart without a trace 





Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 


49 





BOXER OR NOT 

Boxer or not 

at any day and at any slot 
be sure about your stamina 
before you trot 

if you come out unscathed 
you are a winner 

and fit for the slot 

but life isn't about 

all-out attack 

sometimes becometh the winner 


who just not only defend 
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but stemeth the rot 
it maketh you a calmer person too 


to be with the storm 


to face the unseen plot. 





Ashish Kumar Pathak: | am a middle school teacher posted 
at Dharhara block in Munger district. Recently my works 
were featured in many national and_ international 
anthologies. | have got a letter of appreciation from the 
President of India for my poem. My forte is sociopolitical 
poetry in simple language. 
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pic by Asoke Kumar Mitra 


SLEEPLESS NIGHTS... 

Silent midday crawls, turns into night 
Infinite nothingness upturned the sky 
Colourless hunger, greed and death 


Moon will be silent in deep meditation 


pain and love, hope and rage 
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Many excitements 
Endless fairies dance 


Night fell into a trance 


Desolate 

Dew drenched morning 
Snatches it away 
Sleepless eyes 

Intense 


Storm-filled night's delight 


Many sleepless nights 
And the falling leaves of late winter 
Placid rhythm 


Tearful longing... 


Strange aroma of love 


In the night sky 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
am a retired journalist. | have contributed to various 
anthologies published in India and abroad. My poems are 
translated into Punjabi, Hindi, Italian, Spanish, French, 
Persian, Hebrew, Malay and Mandarin languages. 
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If | had made that decision 

To stop by your house without inhibition, 
Even if only for an hour 

Things would have changed forever, 
Little did | know, a decision so flawed 


Would thaw my heart with remorse. 
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Ayshwaria Sekher/ Icecamp: An International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. Searching about the 
self through practices that seem conducive to the naked 
eye, but weathers the spirit. She believes in the 
conditional-unconditional love of a dog and no others. 
Extends reality from booksand tries to achieve vice versa. 
Shuns the ‘isms’ but cannot escape the brackets cast. A 
bundle of contradictions in short! 
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WITHOUT THE VOLUNTEERS 

If poets should hanker to justify our kind, 
Should we write about the homeless? 

Or are they just an unpoetic waste of time, 


Beyond our reach, and hopeless? 


But wait, look! Here are some homeless ... 


You might think they would drop, but they hobble. 


The numb queues trudge to be fed, 


Dumbed like a herd but half people, 


Headed for soup and bread. 
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But | have heard them speak. 
| have heard them say: 
Without the volunteers, 
They’d have passed away, 


Along with many peers 


So - 


Should poets speak of the homeless 
Or is it just a waste of soul? 
Should singers sing of the homeless 


As they sink in a roofless hole? 


But wait! Do miracles happen? 


Do fine ladies and fine gentlemen Hand-them-down fine 
robes? 


Do fine ladies and fine gentlemen 


Serve fine foods in loads? 
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Do poets write fine odes for those 

Who trudge in the dead-march queues? 

Do filmmakers and artists picture those 

Whose half lives don’t make news? 

Do composers make fine songs for those 

From whose lips come so few tunes, 

And whose eyes half glint with a few slight hopes 
That the present night will pass, 

And that a miracle is a cake of soap 


And that a sleep is some half-warm grass? 


Should all these speak of the homeless 
Who one of our richest men 

Called ‘a heap of hopeless’? 

Look I’Ill write that down again: 


Called ‘a heap of hopeless’ ... 
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After all - 


How can a ‘heap of hopeless’ Advance Australia Fair, 


And be girt by our sea of freedom and rejoicing 
everywhere? 


How can a ‘heap of hopeless’ mine for gas and oil, 
How can a ‘heap of hopeless’ till our golden soil? 
Or rejoice and sing and still call Australia home, 


Or rejoice and sing that Australia’s their home sweet 
home? 


Wait — look! 


| have heard them speak. 


| have heard them say: 


Without the volunteers, 
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They'd have passed away, 


Along with their many peers ... 


Along with so many peers ... 





Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lam a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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POUTING POETESS 

As she stares at the thoughts 
Suffocating her mind 

Her head's in the clouds 
Where she always find 
Words of wisdom 

That she speaks onto paper 
This is her kingdom 


Bigger than an acre 
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She is lost in lines 
Catching her eyes 

Taking shape like vines 
Under the clear vast skies 
The Goddess of Poetry 
Looking good while pouting 
Her beauty and elegancy 
Screaming and shouting 
A poetess in war 

Filled with compassion 
Always settled the score 


While flaunting her fashion 
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Bevan Boggenpoel: He is a poet who lives in in the 
northern areas of Port Elizabeth, South Africa. He is 
currently a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road Primary School. His 
poetry has been published in various anthologies. He 
launched his debut Anthology on 1 December 2016. He is 
also an author at a South African website known as Litnet 
(Literature Network in South Africa). 
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IF FOR SUCCESS 

Clouds moving, 

are they jealous of the stars. 

Days and nights hands gripping 
spring hopes born 

from undeletable dreams. 

Mind full of concepts brings smiles 
miles away from desert sunrise, 
surviving drought of lost vibes, 
paddling against waves and tides, 


and an ocean is not a forgotten deep. 
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If success knocks softly on your 
doorstep now that you ready 

to diss famine and timidity, 
under the bridge where comfort 


has been bribed, behind examination pads where pass rate 
is bound to rise, 


against the world and its odds. 
If it comes knocking away all sjamboks 


adding to your pain, when it comes wiping away debts and 
doubts. 


When everything touched turns gold, 
friends who were enemies 


become families. 


If success meets you between sweat and blood, will it be 
easy to pull up a mate 


stuck in stinking mud, 
crack a joke like 


last time. 
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Introduce an old mate to associates 
grinding millions of wealth like 
mielie pride on a plate. 

Will you still go swimming, 

play cards under scorching sun 

and call it a day. 

Be a sibling to a stranger, 

find a father in a hunter 

and a mother in a woman 
searching for bread in your dustbin. 
Success that approaches your doorway 


must not come with internal death. 
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Bheki BO. Nxumalo: He honed his writing and performing 
skills at FUBA School Of dramatic And Visual Arts, where he 
did speech and drama. His earlier poetry was published in a 
book titled FEDILITIES V. edited by Kobus Moolman. He has 
performed in festivals such as Bosman Weekend Festival, 
Newcastle Winter Festival, Macufe festival to name a few. 
He has graced broadcasting medium like SABC,Y fm and 
Trans Africa radio blowing poetry horn. He is a member of 
Amavukuvuku music band. He also facilitated children story 
telling at Xarra Books. 
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GROWING APART 

Our home; living room 

The television builds 

A fortress of visuals and voices 
Keeping us safe from one another 
It is more than a moat of silence 
Separating you from me 


Our ramparts grow taller and thicker 


Yet on that day 
In a faraway land 
When the earth made a moving statement 


Structures crumbled 
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People were weeping on the streets 
Trapped in the debris were their loved ones 
We watched it all wordlessly 


On television 


The dust rises and settles 

Then appears an image on the screen 

A woman 

Searching the heap which was her home 
Collecting 

An embroidered handkerchief 

A frying pan, still intact 

A cracked statue of the virgin 

A black shard of glass from her shattered television 
Pierces her palm and she looks up in pain 
Her glance travels to us 


From the other side of the globe 
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Breaking into our fortress 


Right through the television screen 


Then 

Together we sigh 
In synchrony 
And then 


Silence prevails 


Again.... 





Bini B.S.: She is currently an academic fellow at Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Human 
Sciences, Gujarat, India. Her articles, poems and 
translations have appeared in Journals and anthologies. She 
is the editor of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic Thought. 
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Her poems were part of an anthology of corporeal poems 
titled A Strange Place Other than Earlobes: Five Poets, 
Seventy Voices (Sampark, 2014). She is the winner of the 
2016 J. Talbot Winchell award presented by the Institute of 
General Semantics for her contributions to the discipline of 
general semantics, which she received in a ceremony in 
New York on October 21, 2016. 
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FEAR 

You pick up the days paper 
outside the door 

full of blood 

oozing 

it drips 

blood of child 

blood of a woman 
blood of poor 

blood of deprived 

it is blood blood allover 


headlines shout in blood-cold 
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editorial weeps 

you turn to look 

there is silence absolute silence 
everywhere 

all around 

nobody speaks 

nobody says anything 

people walk like corpses on the road 
skeletons board buses 

what goes back home is fear. 
Fear puts you to sleep 

tells you what to eat 

what to wear 

when to stand\when to sit 

when to make love 

when not to. 


tells you not to pick up next day’s newspaper. 
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Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. | am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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BAPTISM 

Plunged into the waters of birth by death, 
Drowning the Devil in the deep blue sea, 
Brought into new life by Spirit’s breath, 
Please my redeemer, always sustain me. 
The wave of mercy breaks over my head, 
Let me remain in ocean depths of love, 
That like you | shall arise from the dead, 
With upon me resting salvation’s dove. 
Wash away the ashes of my burnt past, 
So that your image my life might reveal, 
Icon of your glory. Let this grace last, 


Bearing the brand of your heavenly seal. 
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Deliver me Lord from destructions hand, 


Lead me through this sea to the Promised Land. 





Christopher Villiers: | am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master’s degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little 
poems! You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook 


page. 


77 





DARK ROOM 

Eyes are treacherous 

Never trust the pictures 

send to your eager brain 

The false images send 

to your longing heart 

| developed your photograph 
in the dark room of my mind, 
desperately searching for 
your bright colors, searching 


for a sparkle of luminosity 
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in a vortex of shading darkness 
The quest locked my heart, 


my eyes wide open 





Daginne Aignend: Pseudonym for the Dutch poetess and 
photographic artist Inge Wesdijk. Daginne posted some of 
her poems her fun project website www.daginne.com. 
She's the co-editor of Degenerate Literature, a poetry, flash 
fiction, Arts E-zine. She has been published in several 
Poetry Review Magazines, in the anthologies 'Where Are 
You From?’ and ‘Dandelion in a Vase of Roses’. 
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(Isabelle, Daniel de Culla’ daughter. Pic by Daniel de Culla) 


ISABELLE 
As do You know, as do you see 
Isabelle is the most beautiful girl 
That you have seen 
A bridge from Woman 
To Man. 
Probably You do have one 


And it’s fortunate. 
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But Mine’s is not get on well 
With actresses and models 
Of Confusion 
That have perverted 
The free Spirit of Wo/Man 
Subverting Life 
Into a frustrating, unhappy 
And hopeless mess. 
Fortunately 
You have before You 
A natural hand book pic 
That will show You 
How to discover your salvation 
Through Isabelle’s 
Reach spiritual Illumination 
To turn your miserable mess 
Into a beautiful, joyful 


And splendid one. 
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Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director 
of the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He’s 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 
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EMILY AS SOMETIMES | DON’T GO HOME 
My tongue 
is the least 


of scrolls. 





Darren C. Demaree: He is the author of five poetry 
collections, most recently “The Nineteen Steps Between 
Us” (2016, After the Pause Press). He is the Managing 
Editor of the Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird 
Poetry. He is currently living in Columbus, Ohio with his 
wife and children. 
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THE WRITERS’ ECSTASY 
We writers are fortunate. 
Our words can erupt on the page, 


Conjuring up images of beauty and love. 


In our writing we express the frustration we feel 

with shy, ravishing, recalcitrant females. 

Our stilettos can be reserved for the sycophantic wood. 
The supine page is the lady 

for our phallic sabres, 


our trenchant steel from the anvil of life. 
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Our sensuous metaphors may 
Quietly infiltrate a ladies’ heart 
Creep up her luscious thigh 
Clasp her gorgeous body 


Take root in her mind. 


We celebrate life. 
We savour the exquisite happiness and ecstasy 
that these loving ladies make possible. 


They enable us to soar in gratitude for all that life offers... 





Deena Padayachee: | am an Author and Poet, residing in 
Durban, South Africa. | work as a physician. | have 
contributed to various international and South African 
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anthologies. Three of my books have been published. | have 
been awarded the Olive Schreiner prize for prose by the 
English academy of Southern Africa. 
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THE NEVER ENDING MARCH 

The splendid lines on the horizon 
Breathtaking manoeuvre by the sky Gods 
Meant nothing for those 

Who marched on their feet 

On the desolated road. 

Hundreds of thousands of people, 
With little food or water, 

Just dragged their body, 
Somehow in a measured tread 

To reach a destination 

That never existed. 


The magnificent spectacle on the sky 
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Meant to distract and entertain, 
Failed to attract anyone’s gaze, 

As the people marching on the road 
Knew by then 

That all the extravaganza 

Were only illusory and fake. 
Nothing ever was done for them 

To end their misery on the road. 

No one ever cared for their agonies 
And their travails to find the holy grail. 
The march of the common men 


Remains unchanged over the Millenniums. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: | am only a part-time poet residing in the 
city of joy, Kolkata, India. | work as a senior executive in the 
education sector. | love writing but | am yet to publish any 
work except my poems in Glomag. | am an ever optimistic 
person in spite of the many battles that | lost and some that 
| won. | am working on the first book of mine on humanity 
and the world that | have seen so far. 
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RECUERDAME*REMEMBER ME 


La Carta de Carlito~Carlito's Letter — To my darling wife and 
soul mate Ana Sofia... 


By the time you read this, | would have crossed over to 
where my family would have 


gone before me. Lying on that cold hospital bed after my 
last proud fatal lucha de toros — 


My crowning final bull fight. All | could focus on was your 
hopeful broken soothing voice 
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reminding me of our destined unbroken bond in this dense 
pond called humanity — Your 


jasmine sunflower halo warming my bruised body — Oh 
how | wished the doctors would 


hurry before | slipped away to allow us even just one more 
loving day but | struggled to 


dismiss familiar voices from the enlightened afterlife 
unknown abyss, calling my name 


hoping to welcome me once again in their midst — But you 
never gave up and insisted | 


resisted crossing over as you silently cried uncontrollably 
on my shoulder whilst my heart 


shuddered at the thought of parting with my once true 
love... | need to know that you are 


cared for, adored and once again passionately loved — 
Remember me as you soothe your 


soul whist playing the bandurria | left you. Remember us — 
Te recordaré, | will remember you 


as the golden sun kisses your face each morning calming 
your fiery daily sinking mourning. 
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Ana Sofia's Lament — To my darling Carlito... By the time | 
read your letter my brittle heart 


was already decaying, drained from drowning in 
unimaginable sorrow of an impossible 


tomorrow with you once again. Lying on that cold hospital 
bed after your foolish proud 


final lucha de toros, your essence withering vanishing as | 
lay my head on your shoulder 


Each string | now poignantly pluck on the precious 
bundurria you left me leaves me in 


pulsating echoing misery, sweeping me into a melancholic 
vortex of tearful reverie as 


your last breath still silently whisper to me, hoping that | 
would find a reason to smile yet 


again but | confess — Our golden moments shared still 
warms my heart each orange blossom 


morning. | still smell your wild mountain rosemary 
fingertips touching my paprika lips — 


Your sweet basil albahaca breath on my glowing thyme 
infused skin enveloping me 
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caressing me igniting me liberating me — Oh how | long to 
taste your ajoblanco cold 


almond soup again on these melting lava glowing endless 
summer days served with 


grapes from the vineyards we nurtured with a drop of 
aceita de oliva olive oil to soothe 


my parched tongue but you are not here to hear my nightly 
wailing as | fear my core is 


slowly failing — Contigo a distancia | am with you from a 
distance... 


| remember us. Recuérdame... 





eS 
Don Beukes: He is the author of ‘The Salamander 
Chronicles’, his debut poetry collection published by 
Creative Talents Unleashed. Originally from Cape Town 
South Africa, he is a retired teacher of English and 
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Geography and taught in both South Africa and the UK. He 
has collaborated with artists from South Africa, the UK and 
America as part of his Ekphrastic poetry collection and his 
poems have been anthologized in various publications. His 
poetry has also been translated into Afrikaans, Farsi and 
Albanian. 


Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with 100+ 
journals selecting his poetry, short stories, essays or art 
photography.Two poetry books ‘Journey To Become 
Forgotten’ (Kind of a Hurricane Press).and ‘Abandoned’ 
(ScarsTv) have been published. Carl is the art editor for 
Minute Magazine, a dedicated runner and 2nddegree 
black- belt in Taekwondo. 


94 





MOST HIGH 
God got lit. And it was gooood. 


Then God went all ubiquitous in his mind, dividing waters 
from waters “under the firmament” and below (WUF and 
WBF) and it was so... So... 


so God proceeded to split CinemaScopic seas from 
Technicolor earth, He cultivated His garden with grasses 
and seeds, and trees and fruits. And God felt good. 


He plugged in His celestial yuletide tree and caldered His 
mobile. 


Then God went a-fishing and a-birding, a good day indeed, 


before dotting the planet with cattle and platypi and 
pachyderms and camels and ocelots, bugs and 
pterodactyls, pandas and bacilli ... and snakes ... ninja 
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butterflies ... andandandandand ... and then mirrored 
himself in the clay and carved himself from the ribs, 


and 
a week in, 
God fell 


a 
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Duane Vorhees: After teaching for the University of 
Maryland University College in Korea and Japan for 
decades, Duane Vorhees retired to Thailand before 
returning to his native Farmersville, Ohio, in the US. He is 
currently rehearsing for a local charity comedy and is the 
proprietor of duanespoetree.blogspot.com, a daily e-zine 
devoted to the creative arts. 
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BREATH 

Where is life? 

Where the love is? 

Or maybe 

where 

the hate is? 

| know — 

breath is the life. 

Trees also breathe, 
though they cannot love. 


And people...? 
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Eliza Segiet: Author of the Month (June 2017) in The Year 
of the Poet 14 in the USA. Author's poem "Questions" was 
the Publication of the Month (August 2017). International 
Publication of the Year (2017) in Spillwords Press. Laureate 
of the International Special Prize "Frang Bardhi — 2017". 
Author of The Month of January/February 2018 in 
Spillwords Press. Author's works can be found in 
anthologies and literary magazines in Poland and abroad. 
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HALO 

Into the daylight where even the corners gleamed 
| found myself in darkness 

Meditating 

Feeling the fresh grass tickle my feet 

The warmth of the sun caress my cheeks 

| watched rings of thoughts and ideas swirl 

Often entangled into few others 

It went for a while, | do not know how long 

My bated breath squished seconds that seemed wrong 
| led the headway to the piles of sorrows 


Brooding, darker like no tomorrow 
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| muddled my skin from its marshy dump 

The stains, the bruises grew bigger into a lump 

But, then the sky unveiled its secret to me 

It reminded me of the halo that nestles inside constantly 


If the sky were also to brood about the sweltering heat and 
sulk about the gloomy night 


When would it then admire its beautiful transitions, 
surround itself with thousand stars 


When would it then begin to live life to the fullest not 
waiting for the thunders to shake it off its feet. 
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Elvira Lobo: She is an avid blogger and has penned her 
debut "It’s My Life - A poetic journey from No one to 
Someone" and recent The Revelation as an author. She is a 
keen enthusiast and a budding poet who paints an empty 
canvas with her verses that nudge your very heartstrings. 
She has many of her works published both at the national 
and international level in different anthologies. 
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HER WORTH 

She found relationships to be exhausting... 
Displays of fake attachments 

Pretending to be what she cannot be 
Pleasing the crowd 


Giving the audience their dose of entertainment, she called 
it 


Her point being... 


All those emotions wasted on people who never 
understood her 
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Understanding... the KEY to loving her... 


She needed to be understood... Her actions. Her heart. Her 
words. Her silence. Her gestures. Her sounds. Her every 
movement. Her eyes. 


No one could reach out to her 

No one could be her healing inside 
No one could accept her raw... 
Uncontrolled 

Untamed 

Untouched 


Untainted soul 


No one dared to take the risk... 


And bear the punishment of loving her 
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So once again... 
She accepts that her choices will always be limited 


But never will she settle for anything less then what she is 


worth. 





Fathima Zara Khan: | am 29 years old. Scorpion by nature, 
Poet by pain, Lawyer by profession...Lover of life by choice! 
| started writing when my tears stopped flowing about life's 
trials and tribulations. It's an escape and my own personal 
survival guide. 
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YOU ARE MUSIC TO MY SOUL 
You are music to my soul 

not only to my ears 

you are a pleasant wind 

how nicely you suit my mood 
when you sing for me 

| float like a piece of cloud 
clinging to your tune 

| hear my smile 

in the melody of your voice 
how can it be only a moment's reflection 


where | live not just exist ! 
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It’s the magic of your voice 

that makes me smile 

Let it soread wings and soar high 
every time you sing for me.. 

Be the poetry of my soul 

that runs in my veins 

Smile in my words, your silent admirer 
Be the winter sun to comfort me 


Make me blossom in the sunshine of love! 
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Gayatree G Lahon: She is a poet from Assam. She did her 
masters in English from Gauhati University and now 
working as a teacher. Being a true aesthete, she draws 
inspiration from nature and beauty of life .Writing poems is 
a passion for her, poetry is a celebration of life, she says. 
Her poems have been published in many national and 
international anthologies and magazines. 
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Why do the roads have to be winding 
To be beautiful 

Isn't it enough 

That they provide 

A sanctuary 

To the travellers 


Going nowhere 
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Gauri Dixit: She is a software professional from Pune, India. 
She is an avid reader and regularly writes in poetry groups 
on Facebook. Her poems have been published in multiple 
anthologies. Her poems were featured in the Poet's Corner 
for the E-zine 'Mind Creative’ published from Syndey 
Australia and Learning and Creativity e magazine. 
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My son, 

My dear child, 

My time is over, 

My work, done, 

You will never grow up in my eyes 
Though we travelled together 
| grew up once again 

Holding your hand, 

My stop is closer 

And yours, far away, 

| know what you will say 

But | cannot accept 


That anyone can get down 
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Anytime, Anywhere, 
That there are no rules 
That cannot be broken 
That is being rude, unfair, 
lam ahead of you 


You live long and happy 


My wish for you forever. 





Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 
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A HUMBLE QUAIL 


Inspired by Ravindranath Tagore 


For what good is my voice, 

What good are my lyrics, 

If | cannot dedicate them to You my beloved? 

Make me a quail humble, 

Devoid of vibrant hued plumes, 

That flaunt shades of accomplishment and accolades, 
Singing of Your Glory and quilling melodies, 

That gently resonate with the hum of Your mightiness, 
My feeble and trembling throat exhilarates, 


In a bliss | cannot translate into any language, 
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Other than the ocean of tears that flow in silence, 
To Your lotus feet my Master, 


And | wash them in reverence, Your ever devoted servant in 
surrender to Your love. 





Geethanjali Dilip: | am a poet residing in Salem, India. | 
work as French Teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published two poetry anthologies. 
Recipient of the Reuel International Poetry Award 2017. 
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LONG-LOST 

You 

A long-lost friend 
Suddenly 

In my life 

Again 

Your smile 

Your hair 

Nose, eyes, teeth, ears 
The lot 

Smile 

So nice, so nice 


After such a long time 
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So heart-warming 

And yet so painful 

Also 

Heart-wrenchingly painful 
Your warmth 

So wonderful 

After such a long time 

| asked you out 

You accepted 

We drank wine 

Ruby-red 

Like the blood of life, itself 
Clinking glasses 

Breaking bread 

Together 

And afterwards 

| walked you home 


Into the setting sun 
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We kissed 

Our goodbyes 

My lips barely brushing yours 
But the whole was so pain-filled 
After such a long time 

And yet so joyous 

My heart leapt 

As our eyes met 


And as | walked home 


| only hoped 





Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
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and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New 
World dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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ASIFA BANO 


| don't like talking politics mainly because it serves no 
purpose. | would instead like to be out there, actively taking 
part in it, even standing for elections if | knew how to 
deliver a clean, dynamic government and a fantastic judicial 
system. But after reading the charge sheet in the Asifa Bano 
case, | was.....my heart sank, and sank....and sank. Here're 
some philosophers talking about ‘soul’ and ‘inner meaning 
of life’. And here's some people praising little girls, big girls, 
women for ‘achieving’ goals. | received a certificate 
yesterday, some other women did too, some women made 
the certificates, some acknowledged others’ achievements, 
women walking on streets, some thinking they're ‘free’, 
some trying to look ‘beautiful’, some don't care, some are 
old and fussy, some are your mothers, and sisters. Some of 
us have landed in space, | am told, some of us are scholars. 
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Some of us are Prime Minsters and ministers and actors 
and poets. And yet, when we land up in a lonely place 


| looked at the women down the street as | walked and my 
heart cried out, you're no better today than meat stripped 
of its skin and hung in a butcher's shop. And | cried. Each 
time a guy assesses your bust line, your waist, check out if 
you're fair or brown-skinned, talks to his friend about you 
being a ‘nice party’ - you're just plain meat. 


And these men who do that are not the ones called over by 
phone to ‘satisfy their lust’ over an 8-year-old little girl. 
These are men in your families, offices, workplace, on 
facebook. Each time a man sees a woman as a 'body' - she 
is just ‘meat’ to him. And yup, that man is a rapist. Be alone 
in a forest, in a lift, in a hotel, anywhere - and see what he 
does. 


What shocks me most is that people are actually ‘analyzing’ 
this crime? "Oh, it is because of politics?" "Oh, it's because 
religious divides." Yaar, oh, it's because of Pure Evil. Period. 
Stop analyzing!! 


It is still possible that some loopholes will let them get away 
with it even now, and anyways, justice must prevail. 
Meanwhile, where are the answers to stopping such things 
from happening? A good judicial system is almost half the 
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answer, education regarding the consequences therein, the 
other half. For the rest, evil has always prevailed, it always 
will. 


While we cry for a Asifa here, or a Unnao there, statistics 
show that there are over 3 million female sex workers in 
India, with 35.47 percent of them entering the trade before 


the age of 18 years. How come we're quiet about that? 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer currently residing in 
Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and Publisher 
of the Monthly Online Prose and Poetry magazine, 
‘GloMag’ and is the administrator of the group of the same 
name on Facebook. She is a language editor and quality 
analyst by profession. 
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VAGABOND MAN 

They say 

home is where the heart belongs 

i wandered far and wide 

my wandering vagabond soul 

in search of a place 

| could call home 

where ever i rested my weary head 
that’s the place | called home 

the hand of destiny , a chance of fate 


i found her in my wanderings 
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she a soul with wings 

who found a place to rest 

and call it home 

where the fire burnt warm and inviting 


irresistible to a wandering man 


| said 

young woman share your fire with me 
my soul is free 

my body is cold 

my feet are weary 

my solitary heart knows no home 


the wondering lust burns deep in me 


she said 
vagabond man take my hand 
my home is warm and down to earth 


at night when the moon lights up the sky 
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and the stars twinkle and glow 
my fire will keep you warm 
cast of your wandering boots 


and make yourself at home 


| said 

lam a wandering man 

an alien in your land 

| searched all over 

for a place | could call home 

is this what home was meant to be 
when you meet your destiny 

and find a soul mate 


waiting at providence’s door 


she said 


your wayward ways are over 


my wandering man 
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my fire is burning high 
take my hand, hold me in your arms 
and taste these lips of mine, 


they do not lie 


let us drink a glass of sweet wine 
raise our glasses to fate and destiny 
pray! make a toast to life and love 


and all things beyond tomorrow. 





Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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THE SEA, UNBOUND 

Before leaving, may | say. 

| like to watch the 

Sea, Say 

The ebbs and flows 

Of the tantalising waves 

On the beach, 

Quite and still standing. 
Never want to reach 

The inner space where delves 
The mighty monstrous miracles 
That may spellbound me 


Breathless to death. 
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So | will do enjoy 

The surface spectrum, 

The symmetry of pious beauty 
In You, my dear Sea, 

| stand here aloof 

Loving and listening 

The great voices of you 
Written and unwritten. 


Told and about-to-tell. 


May God bless you 
You are vast and wise 
Great, 

Unmatched to my 


Room. 
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Haneefa C.A.: | would like to be a poet. | work as an English 
Teacher (HSST) Government Higher Secondary School, 
Kattilangadi, Tanur, Malappuram, Kerala, India. | have not 
published my poems till the date, but post them in my FB 
account. 


128 





IMPACT OF SOCIAL MEDIA 


The evolution of Social Media has transformed the life 
styles of human beings in toto. Communication has become 
faster and instant. Now the question is where are we 
heading to? Will future be ruled by gadgets and devices? In 
reality, it is gadget-to-gadget communication. The art of 
personal, face-to-face human communication is being lost 
and may be extinct in future. Can we call this as 
advancement, development — a highly advanced and 
civilised world. 


The impact of Social Media has both positives and 
negatives. How we differentiate or discriminate the impact 
is most important. Nowadays, with gadgets in hand, one 
feels the world is in your palm or rather, the Universe is at 
your fingertips. But, in fact, it is a wrong sense of being 
worldly wise. Probably only tech sawvy. 
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| think we need optimisation of the usage of gadgets for our 
betterment. We need to be socially active by connecting 
with each other--family, friends, co-workers, etc.,--one-to- 
one. 


Excessive usage of Social Media may lead _ to 
obsessive/compulsive disorders — instant gratification — not 
a sign of constructive evolution of human race. You are 
connected, yet in reality, each one of us is an Island unto 
ourselves. Being together, but in fact, are in isolation. We 
cannot shift the blame to anyone --inventors, governments, 
educational institutions, society, etc. Society is made up of 
individual human beings living together — interknit and 
interwoven relationships. We, as individuals, should realise 
and become aware of the points discussed. 


| conclude that whatever the impact of Social Media — 
positive or negative, we should utilise the opportunity 
given by God — Our life — for evolving not only physically 
and mentally but also spiritually. 
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Jagadish Prasad: | am writer residing in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. | am an HR- and = Media 
consultant/Resource Person and also a partner in an 
HR/Talent Resources consultancy company. | have 
contributed poems to the annual magazine of Chennai 
poets circle, Chennai. | have also contributed prose and 
poetry to the in-house magazine of IOB (lobian). 
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LINES FOR THE BELOVED 

| forage thee for the sweets of thy love 

As if thou art Ceres’ garden; 

As if |, thy Phaedra, and thou Hippolytus 

And passion between us forbidden. 

| am the beggar Cressida and thou my Troilus 
Who recognised me not when stricken; 

| beg for mercy from Almighty above 

Like guilty Eve in Eden. 

| am Proserpine in Pluto’s grip 


Longing for spring flowers golden — 
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For the dews of love that | sip 


To thee am forever beholden. 





Jagari Mukherjee: She is an award-winning bilingual poet, 
writer and critic from Kolkata, India. She is a gold medallist 
in English Literature from University of Pune. Her writings 
have appeared in several international newspapers, 
magazines, anthologies and blogs. Her first book, a 
collection of poems entitled Blue Rose, was published in 
May 2017 by Bhashalipi. Jagari works as a freelance content 
writer. 
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PEERS! 

My constant companions you are, 

A storehouse of knowledge, 

Always putting forth the pragmatic advices 
Guiding me at each stepping stone 

You always show me that there exists peace 
Knowledge, Wisdom and Wit 

Your senses soothe me at its very best 

From Shakespeare's robbed who smiled even after; 
To the Einstein's theory of relativity, 

And, whether it's the predicament of a war 


Or the inductive chain of numbers, 
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You taught me all, 

The harsh realities and the bitter truth 
In your confined but boundless realm of pages 
Looks like a cakewalk to me; 

Your serene beauty and gleeful nature 
Is what | cherish every time, 

You are my best friend and 

| will always owe you a perennial debt 
Which cannot be repaid, 

In any stage of life 

Because you are my constant peers, 


my love, my books!! 
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Jayant Singhal: A voracious reader and an enraptured 
author, Jayant Singhal, under the animated pseudonym of 
‘Saaransh’. He is currently writing a Facebook page, "Aroma 
- The Essence of Life". Dazzling through the twists and turns 
of this beautiful voyage, commonly known as ‘Life’, he is en 
route to the bewitching nature of happiness and peace. 
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THE MIRROR (A SONG ABOUT REFLECTIONS WAITING ON 
THE MUSIC) 


When we stare back at ourselves 
there’s an illustration in the glass 
an echo in our madness 

a portrait aging fast 

our reflections tell our stories 
happy or sad 

our caricature not to impersonate 
our print one of a kind 

if we stand and stare too long 


we will surly lose our minds. 
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The mirror is so honest 

it will lie to you 

it’s forgery so callous 

the epitome of abuse 

the things dreams are made of 
nightmares deep inside 

the mirror can make or break you 


if you listen to it lie. 


It hangs on your wall 

in almost every room 
imitating 

your every single move 
breaking your heart 
making you smile 
keeping you confident 


while left in denial 
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in the mirror 


we areall on trial. 


The mirror is so honest 

it will lie to you 

it’s forgery so callous 

the epitome of abuse 

the things dreams are made of 
nightmares deep inside 

the mirror can make or break you 


if you listen to it lie. 


When we stare back at ourselves 
there’s an illustration in the glass 
an echo in our madness 

broken shards of our past 


a trail of shattered glass. 
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Jeffrey Oliver: | am a poet/lyricist, currently living in 
upstate New York. | have been writing for 20 years, | write 
my heart, soul and emotions and will never give up on this 
crazy dream of mine. | have been told that | have a 
captivating style when my work is registered in the minds 
of many. | am also a family man, | have a wonderful wife, 
who is my inspiration, as well as 7 beautiful children. 
Welcome to my mind. 
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IN FLIGHT 
Shy autumnal bird 
did you brush against the moon 


to get that pale down? 


A tree waves wooing 
birds who fly from branch to branch 


looking for a home. 


Congregations of wrens 
winging off to choral practice 
stop at bird feeders first. 


An outdoor concert. 
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Which is sweeter, the flute 
or bird song in woods? 
Sparrows recite litanies 

in wood. Trees 


greener every rainfall 


their leaves growing longer. 





Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 
literary magazines such as Seven Circle Press, Dinner with 
the Muse, etc. Her latest title is Having Lunch with the Sky 
and she has four e-books. She has been nominated three 
times for Best of the Net. 


142 





SMALL EMILY DICKINSON 
snow-lit and coveted, 

the color without form. 
The earth bound by mind 


and searches ever more 


To life, to the trust of love, 


| leave this sapience 


to tell of more 


Would be to carefully undress 


And undo what could soar. 
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Joseph Elenbaas: | am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 
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ADIEU 

Raindrops fall with enchanted magic 
spattering upon that old metal roof 
melodious rhythmic sleeping tunes 
steeping hot tea welcomes tired lips 
anticipate soft pillows and comforter 
carry me off to my sweet restful dreams 
the hound is fed and warms by the fire 
candles now smolder wispy goodnight 
robe and slippers rest near the bedside 
| slide deeply into heaven, cat at my feet. 


Sleep, sleep; and the hiding moon yawns, 
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Tap, tap, tap sing the raindrops on the roof. 
This evening ends as a cherished sonnet. 


Stellar show whispers softly, adieu, adieu. 





Ken Allan Dronsfield: He is a disabled veteran, poet and 
fabulist who is a three-time Pushcart Prize and Best of the 
Net Nominee for 2016-2017. His work has been published 
world-wide in various publication venues. Ken loves writing, 
art, late evening thunderstorms, walking in the woods at 
night during a full moon and spending time relaxing. 
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LETTERS ISNUUET 


LA PIU GRANDE 
STORIA D’AMORE 
MAI RACCONTATA, 
E LATUA 





LETTERS TO JULIET 


Today when | read about the Italian ghostwriter Micol 
Graziano, a 39-year-old journalist, who drafts love letters 
for €70 ($85.90) for her clients - men and women, gay and 
straight, married and still in love, and those in extra-marital 
affairs, | remember a similar job | used to do pro bono for 
my hostel roommate during my pre-degree days in St 
Joseph's College, Devagiri, Kozhikode. 


He was in love with a girl in All Saints College, Trivandrum. 
It's ironic that the only love letters | ever wrote in my life 
were to this girl! Perhaps it was a job well done because 
she used to compliment him for his exceptionally beautiful 
romantic letters in her replies. She wrote once, "Darling, 
your letters are so warm and so full of passion and erotica 
I'm lucky to be the object of your love. They fill me with so 
much feelings | need to share it with someone. So | have 
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been reading them to my closest friend, from whom | don't 
hide anything. And she's falling in love with you!" 


Though | didn't have romantic feelings towards her, | 
started liking her and her letters and enjoyed replying to 
her. My teenage fantasy was that she and my roommate 
would have a hearty laugh when she finally finds out the 
truth, but would thank me for making their affair 
successful. 


But the story took an unexpected turn. | had a fracture 
while playing football and had to go home for a month of 
treatment. He wrote letters himself and had to spill the 
beans. She became so angry about his having used a 
ghostwriter that she ended the affair, telling him not to talk 
or write to him ever. And she had these words for me, 
"Please tell your friend that he had no business writing love 
letters to me. How can he be so heartless and play around 
with the romantic life of an honest girl in love, as if it's a 
comedy scene from a film? | pray to God that he would 
never treat his own girl in such cavalier fashion, if ever an 
unfortunate girl falls in love with him!" 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, _ rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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ALIKE 


a Kiran Komail poem 

But, why in the mirror don’t we look alike? 
Our gaze a soulful strike 

No word be said, she reads my eye 

Oh! How she hears every silent cry? 

T’was one day when my fear | met 

But on my courage she fully bet 

Said she with a hopeful smile 

“Put it in place that awful guile!” 


| doubted the future bright 
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She lit a candle and shone like a knight 
Said she with a faithful heart 

“Take this leap and be sure to start.” 
But she asks me not a single doubt 

Or in pain | never hear her shout 
When | appeal the least a sigh 

She call’eth me her darling spy 

But her troubles are one as mine 

In her courage | smile and shine 

Again our gaze a soulful strike 


But, why in the mirror don’t we look alike? 
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Kiran Zehra Komail: She is a poet living in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She works for Rotary News as the Sub 
Editor of the English and Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet 
and people to her are intriguing. Her poems and sketches 
are her theorem — simple yet deep and humble. 
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WHY I'M THANKFUL 
I'm thankful 

For the air that | breath 
And that my heart 


Has a beat 


I'm thankful 
For my kids, my wife 
And to know through Jesus Christ 


| can have eternal life 
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I'm thankful that | have 
A spiritual mum and dad 
And God who are with me 


Through the good times and bad 


| thank Him for bringing me out of darkness 
Into His marvellous Light 
And that He blessed me with vision 


Not only sight 


I'm thankful that me and my family 
Have a roof over our heads 
And that through prayer and God's Word 


My spirit are fed 


I'm thankful for friends and loved ones 


Who offer support 
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And that Jesus is 


My Savior and Lord 


I'm thankful 
That God is always in our mists 
Well! Beloved, | believe 


You can add so much to this list 


In my life 
God rule 
So to Him 


I'll always be thankful 
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Leroy Abrahams: Leroy is a poet who lives in South Africa, 
Port Elizabeth, Helenvale. He is currently working for the 
church, Victory Ministries International and also volunteers 
and enjoys hospital visits because there he prays for the 
sick and encourages them. Most of his poems are 
autobiographical and serve as a warning to the young and 
Christians who are facing tough times. Verse en Inspirasie is 
his first anthology. 
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TOLD IN DREAMS 

A lonely, aged man 

lived on my street 

when | was young. 

| was never rude to him, 

but | never saw him 

as someone needing a friend. 


And now each night | try to change this. 


| must make it right. 
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I've lived those days, 

in some way, many times before. 
I’ve imagined it one way, 

rolled it back to land on replay. 
I’ve turned it around, 

sought a new response, 

with nothing strange, 


all played out in sleep. 


Tonight I'll make it right. 


— 





Linda Imbler: | am a writer residing in Wichita, Kansas, 
U.S.A. lama retired teacher. Three of my poetry collections 
have been published. Please have a look at my blog: 
lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. 
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GIRL ON THE TRAIN TRACKS 


Let my ripped dream, my lover and my battered heart 
alone. 


| drag my body’s burden through the scarred edges of the 
platform 


Where the last local train of the evening has blown 

Its perennial whistle, and scurried past me, 

When | stare at it, dazed, nursing my own wet borders. 
Time, the blessed poets, as they see it in its winged chariot, 


Is only the smashed whistle of the body of a disappearing 
train 


That leaves me, fettered, looking around, 


For the leftovers and chewed crumbs of the earth’s 
children 
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In the train station. 
My lover guy, you have left your masculine musk 
In the tracks, and | lose my body in those unnamed tracks, 


In my scavenger hunt of that musk, all the while, in that 
living hell. 


Here, | bury my body’s mass, and know not the blazing 
wants, 


The carnal hunger that threatens to usurp my being. 
This fierce onslaught burns me, shreds me into pieces, 


| squeeze the pieces with my fists, stuff them into the 
pockets 


Of my own silence, but my feet refuse to leave their 
imprints 


In the worn-out tracks. 
Have you ever walked by those frayed edges, 
Smelt like coal and the rotten flesh of desires that graduate 


In time, into placards in these lovelorn tracks? 
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Let my ripped dream, my lover and my battered heart 
alone. 


| know this falling and peeling off, this hunting and burning 
Will overpower me till the last platform | know, and then 


You will find me, in smithereens. 





Lopamudra Banerjee: | am an author, poet, editor and 
translator based in Dallas, Texas, USA. | have published one 
memoir, one poetry anthology, one translation, and co- 
edited two fiction anthologies and one poetry anthology. 
She also received The International Reuel Prize for Poetry in 
2017 and The International Reuel Prize for Translation in 
2016. 
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PENUMBRA 

Unethical Etched penumbra of life. 
Inamorata in dark nights glorified 
Silent zones perceived. 

Retrieved in a deep slumber 
Loneliness adhered deep down. 
Deception and acceptance. 
Witherance and refraction of light. 
Slaying silently in dreams. 

The aorta of life breathes within. 
Closing my eyes drifting off. 


In virtue of a better beautiful dawn. 
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That have colourful hues. 
Vibrancy of accuracy. 


Peaceful delights. 


Acropolis hise. 





Madhu Jaiswal: She is a bilingual poet born and based in 
Kolkata (India). She is a homemaker who found her passion 
in writing. Her write-ups are often featured in anthologies 
and prestigious e-zines. Madhu is friendly and a 
compassionate person who believes in humanity. 
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LETTER 

When Daddy all through the country roamed, 

| wrote letters to him, asking him to come home, 

As a child in school | wrote to the teachers, 

Asking them to stop giving home tasks and the torture, 
Wrote at length to family and friends, 


Keeping in touch and knowing all that was happening at 
their end, 


Then came the days of a dreamy teenager, 
Of colourful envelopes and bright letters, 


Drawing out stories of love and many a heart break, 
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Of thumping hearts and strange heartaches, 
Then | wrote many a letter to my kids, 

Carrying words of a mother, anxious and worried, 
Gone are those feelings, gone are the letters, 


All that remains are an empty nest, sheaves of paper and 
no chatter, 


Now | sit writing word after word and pages to myself, 


Letters mocking the loneliness, sitting on the cold wooden 
shelf. 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
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"THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS". She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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| haven't dared to confess 

Even to my closest friends. 

| still carry the guilt of my actions 
Back from more innocent times. 
lam still hesitant to say it aloud 
But, | will say it anyway because 
Dead butterflies cannot speak and 


The trail is long overdue. 


| killed butterflies. 


| killed butterflies. 


| killed butterflies. 
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Are you reading this aloud? 
When | read it aloud, 

| feel saved from the 

bondage of sin, absolved 

of the weight of fault, exempted 
From the debt of repentance 

| have paid for it with despair 
For it was a grief only | was 


Privy to. 


Make not a murderer out of me 
As you cannot make mozzarella 
Out of milk that you spilt by mistake, 


Can you? 
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Mahitha Kasireddi: She is from Hyderabad, India. She is 
currently pursuing M.A in Women's Studies at Tata Institute 
of Social Sciences, Hyderabad. She has contributed to 
various anthologies. She is a former content director at 
Campus Diaries and is the writing finalist of the Campus 
Diaries 25 Under 25 2016 National Contest. She's certified 
by the University of lowa for completing the International 
Writing Program MOOC on How writers write fiction 2016: 
Storied Women. 
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| CALL YOU BY MY NAME 
You say that i 

slither in your blood 

like the trade winds 


of peninsula. 


nudging the ships 
of your heart 


to a tactile desert 


And that one flash of me 


dissolve in you 
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that deprived 


drug, 


a restless sleep, 
injecting in you 

a disease 

that you 

feel wouldn't leave your 


body until death. 


You say that there is 
no difference between 
you and me as we both 


like Ranjha and Heer, 


are two hoopoes that 


hang 


from the same branch 
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Thus, i call you like Heer, 


by my name, my love, 


and weave a dandelion 
colored dusk over your lips, 
the marijuana of 


your sweat, 


| smoke each day, 
as you slurp 
the whisky of my skin 


every moment 


Placing the wreathe 

of luscious grapes 

over the basket of my ribs 
You've built in me this tomb 


in which | echo your name 
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| call you by my name inside. 
| call you by my spirit outside. 


| call you my jigar* everywhere. 


*Note: jigar: sweetheart in Hindustani 





Manisha Manhas: She is a rebel. She is an English teacher 
with Punjab education department and moonlights as a 
poet. Her poems mostly revolve around the theme of 
"partition and migration" of 1947. Her poems have 
previously been published in various journals. For her, 
poetry is her life-force quite similar to blood flowing in her 


veins. 
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OR ELSE WHAT 

Love helps you forget, 

but it must make me remember — 

or else | have not loved. For instance; 

the up-tilt of your upper lip 

when | almost passed by and then didn’t 
because my shyness made me unmanly — 

the slit of my shirt sleeves where you 

tugged and pulled, and the stitches 

came off with the rage you’d almost held back; 
the hiss of the rain on my shoulders and yours 


as we almost caressed but we didn’t — 
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yes pride makes it stale to be human; 

we are lost forever, and it is all my fault — 
not telling you what | thought of the world 
for fear you'd want to live in it — 

and now you do, forgetting, 

throwing your clothes into the air 

where other people’s coats interact — 

and your soul, unguided, seeks the warmth 
no one else will ever give. But me, 

lam not alone in my solitude — 

only the familiar voices of old friends 

and cats who look like dead classmates 
open up this full metal casing and | 

cave in on myself, in search of you, 

my somnambulant sweetness, 


all suffering perpetuates. 
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Mathew Jasper: He is a poet and medical student. He is 
based in Thiruvananthapuram, Kerala. He has been writing 
since high school and has won prizes for extempore and 
writing, besides poetry. He is an avid reader and 
appreciator of all genres of poetry. Mathew is also an 
upcoming pianist and composer. He can be reached 


atmathew.j.jasper@gmail.com 
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| had planted a sapling, in the arid corner of my garden, 
| had made it quaff life itself drop by drop 
The hapless being kept living, dying, moaning, with one foot 


in the mouth of death, and kept swaying to some 


weird intoxication all its own, 
and God alone knows whom he kept yearning for 
with a scared intensity. 


What unknown forces it possesses, what intrepidity and 
aura 


it commands, this frozen cyclone, 
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soon as it sprouts two leaves, it blows springtime in to 


my hapless life-story, and when it strips completely, 


it runs a famine through even my dreamscapes. 


| can’t bear to look at it without a smile, or 


without feeling all shaken up. 





Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of 
formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a 
polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist 
to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled 
him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very 
friendly Santa Claus. 
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PERSONALITIES 

I'm like the spring garden 
Swaying to the colours of life 
I'm like the wind 

Fierce or gentle 

Like the sun and moon 

I'm fire and ice 

How | was and 

How | became 

What I'm now 


How | was made 
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To be like this 

| do not know 

Various personalities 
Residing inside of me 
Controlling my every move 
Juggling with my emotions 
Cannot be compared 

With anything | know 
Everything now looks 
Black and white here 

As | spill out words 

From my mind 


Onto this while paper 
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Merlyn Alexander: A homemaker poetess and author from 
Tamil Nadu South India. She has self-published six books on 
Haiku. Loves music, drawing, painting, craft, and travelling. 
Contributed to many anthologies. Cooking is her other 
passion. 
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What happened 
> to my youthful 





OLD MEN WALK FUNNY (V2) 


Old men walk funny with shadows and time eating at their 
heels. 


Pediatric walkers, prostate exams, bend over, then most 
die. 


They grow poor, leave their grocery list at home, and forget 
their social security checks bank account numbers, 


dwell on whether they wear dentures, uppers or lowers; 
did they put their underwear on? 
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They can’t remember where they put down their glasses, 
did they drop them on memory lane U.S. Route 66? 


Was it watermelon wine or drive in movies they forgot their 
virginity in? 


Hammered late evenings alone bottle up Mogen David 
wine madness mixed with diet 7-Up, 


all moving parts squeak and crack in unison.- 


At night, they scream in silent dreams no one else hears, 
they are flapping jaws sexual exchange 


with monarch butterfly wings. Old men walk funny to the 
barbershop with gray hair, no hair; 


sagging pants to physical therapy. 


They pray for sunflowers above their graves, a plot that 
bears their name with a poem. 


They purchase their burial plots, pennies in a jar for years, 
beggar's price for a deceased wife. 


Proverb: in this end, everything that was long at one time is 
now passive, or cut short. 


Ignore us old moonshiners, or poets that walk funny, "they 
aren't hurting anyone anymore." 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He is a Canadian and USA citizen. 
Today he is a poet, editor, publisher, freelance writer, 
amateur photographer, small business owner in Itasca, 
Illinois. He has been published in various anthologies. He is 
the author of two books, and several chapbooks. He also 
has over 134 poetry videos on YouTube as of 2015: He was 
nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards for poetry 2015 & 
Best of the Net 2016. 
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TO THAT PHENOMENAL WOMAN 

(April 4 is the birth anniversary of Maya Angelou) 
When the twilight decks up my sky 
With lot of dreams of fireflies 

| think | get near to your words 

Out of southern woods of Arkansas 
When you found your kin 

Amidst all dusty rusty things 

When you declare you hear 

Children breaking out in laughter 

| find you, rising out of all inane thoughts 


| find you making your scars by love so wrought 


185 


That there violets bloom in their glory 
Your clicking heels write their story 

Of marching into a room all men watching 
Your gait which they can't find matching, 
They just look at you with veneration 

A black woman who brings to a nation 

Its sanity, its hope, its egalitarian view 

A black woman, formidable, 


A Maya Angelou. 
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Moinak Dutta: WELCOME! JULEY! BON JOUR! CIAO! 


Me? | am nothing...I'm not a conscious poet...| just scribble; 
For scribbling is like singing spontaneously...It is like 
dancing loving the movements of body...So | live...So | wish 
to depart... 
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HIT ME WITH REALITIES 

You take a thousand steps in my mind 
take one into my heart, 

in the fortitude of this part 

is, not a single closed door 

only a solemn soul entwined 


in passion, wired to the core. 


Wishes heave, struggling to be true 
dreams are distorted 
time has cleaved them to two, 


cut into deep gore, the hurtful sore 
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is, waiting for a heal, waiting to feel 


a potion pour, a magic cure. 


My hands want to touch 

the fabric of your world 

| sew strength and solace 
into the intricate lace of faith 
| breathe colours into 


the blurry figure of Amor. 


Don’t keep me stuck 
between the pages of fantasy 
believing that you feature somewhere 


in a chapter, in a story | want to be. 


Hit me hard with the realities 


if not you want to be any more, 
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a part of my allegory, or 


this journeys extended metaphor. 





Nandita Samanta: She was in a teaching profession, 
presently is a secretary of a creative organisation. She is a 
multilingual poet, a short story writer, a reviewer, a dancer 
and an artist. Her works are well appreciated and published 
and her paintings have been displayed at various 
exhibitions. Her published poetry collection is titled 
‘Scattered Moments'. Her poems, articles, short stories 
feature in various international and national anthologies, 
magazines, journals, newspapers and e-zines. Her poems 
have been aired in U.K. And US radio channels and also 
have been translated in different languages. 
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SNAPSHOT OF MANKIND AT THE HEIGHT OF GLOBAL 
WARMING 


The sun can rise in the west and the moon can set at noon 
The flowers can be all green and the leaves multi-hued 


We can walk in the clouds and the stars can peep from the 
ground 


Winter can approach with her warm embrace 
as summer’s steely talons slip away. 

And we would still continue on 

unchanged by the world around us. 


We would eat and sleep and run about 
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in this giant spinning hamster wheel 
‘sync ing our internal clock — 
like a horse with blinders — 


to the tune of our own beat. 


Till it becomes too late! 





Nivedita Karthik: | am a poet residing in Chennai, India. | 
work as a Senior Quality Controller. My work has also been 
published in the journal of the Society of Classical Poets. 
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THE RENUNCIATION 

Prince Siddhartha gazes sorrowfully 

At the innocent visages of his beautiful 
Yasodhara and their infant son, Rahula 
His heart broke to desert them, but 


His soul wanted no more fetters... 


She awakes to a new dawn 
But her heart breaks when she 
Realizes her husband has left 


To seek a greater truth than marital love 
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Her son, Rahula who will not know 


his father’s guidance, she wept inconsolably 


But, admirable wife, mother and disciple 

That she is, accepts that Siddhartha had to follow 
His calling and she decided to follow hers. 

She was the beauteous Yasodhara, who 


Remains till today, a beautiful mystery... 


Her love so unselfish, that she could 
Forgive him for deserting her and their child 
Like a silent shadow in the dim recess 


of her dreams at night? 


His renunciation...her sorrow 
His greatness as the Enlightened one 
Made her proud and she, Yasodhara 


Revelled in her goal to emulate him. 
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Padmini Rambhatla: | am a homemaker residing in 
Chennai, India. | work as an English teacher. | have 
contributed to a poetry group on Facebook. | dabble in art 
occasionally and love cooking a variety dishes for friends 
and family. 
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HAPPY TOGETHER 

lam free 

But lonely in my freedom 

| can do as | please 

And my love spends time 

Doing what is agreeable to the soul 
Never insisting | do the same 

If lam not game 

To avoid a bored, impatient face 


While the other thrives. 


Tonight, my soul is soaked 


In vodka, red wine and lime 
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As | quietly lie down, away from happy din 
Under the canopy of stars 

With all my concerns, limitations 
Drowned for the moment 

| simply wish 

We were on the same page 

My head on one of your shoulders 


And yours on my other 


Happy together... 





Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my 
writing more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings 
are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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Teach me your dynamic love 
stillness 

make me as grounded as you are 
let me not waver 

let me enjoy motion and stillness 
break free from routine 

even writing let me break free 

give me a new leaf every day in life 
offer me a cup of freshness 


why cling on to the routine 
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Dance of stillness and motion 


Often wonder if it’s possible 


Dancers, enlighten me. 





Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings ( 2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed. Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
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EYELIDS 
To see her eye lids risen, 
brightness in her blue eyes 


a glint that she knows. 


Lids risen on bedraggled eyebrow wings 
so she is not elsewhere but here. 


Corners of my mouth would lift. 


It would be a heaven on earth 


rather than this purgatory, 


this wait not lifted. 
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Angels occupy upwards and devils 
downwards. Perhaps heaven 


Is six feet under and hell in the stars. 





Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Stubborn 
Sod (Alien Buddha Press, 2018) 
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A POEM WITH BOUNCE 

Here is a tale from when | was a kid 
‘Bout old Ma Supial, she's no slouch, 
Raised her kids alone she did 


Raised them in a pouch 


They kicked and screamed, quite a bit 
Which hurt her deep inside 
But she never, ever thought to quit 


Though in the sun she fried 
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| have to say she moaned a lot 
as she bounced along the plain 
But her Joey's meant a lot to her 


And her instinct kept her sane 


So here's to her, our Mother Roo, 
Queen of all Australia 


| think I'll have to run outside 


And pick for her a Dahlia 





Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and 
became a professional in the field of vibration and 
acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has written poetry, short 
stories and a children's novel. He also founded The Young 
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Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child," 
which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble and 
at www.elfinchild.com In December 2013, he was 
diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and died in 
2015. 
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THE EVENING HAS COME TO MY CITY 
The evening has come to my city 
Once again 

She comes to me 


again and over again as pain 


She never comes alone 

She comes with silent feet and 
Agonies stroll around my heart 
A noise here and a silence there 


She comes with lips and slaying eyes 


205 


My heart bleeds 
Splattering the sky in blood 
Amidst crowd and cacophony 


Why so much deserted is the heart? 


At times the evening comes 

In the guise of the beloved 

Summoning me to write a poem for her 
| search for words 

| search eyes 


| do search for lips 


| hear even the anguished cry 
Price of goods soaring high 

Men becoming posters, mercury 
Hydrates eyes 


God is on sale, a long queue at the ATM 
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Hopelessness with its doning palm 


Begging for water and fresh air 


| could see a long route to serfdom 

Only the doors to temple, mosque and church are open 
Shutters of heart closed 

But there is no space for prayers 

Peace falling a prey to war 

warmongers reign supreme 


The evening carries the signature of another nightmare! 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthology of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and _ international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, 
Happy Isle, Feelings International, etc. 
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MANIFEST DESTINY 

Lost some ground at the heart 

of the social agreement. 

Our Consent to be Governed breached 


by the Mandate of Heaven. 


But we don't have... 


The time to tether them together. 


Just a little afraid all the time 
Running along in the middle-class marathon 
We could not sell our souls 


We could not chase our dreams... 
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But we are not... 


Chasing them away either. 


Way out of the top three 
But we are still running free 
Because our dream's right here 


Right here... with our family 


And we can... 


Face our fears together. 





Prasanna H: | have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. | 
live across the street from where | was born. | have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
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college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When | am not hanging out, | read, watch 
movies, start things | won't complete, listen to music, be 
angry, frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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SILENCE, MY SHADOW 


Inspired by the song, written by Paul Simon and sung by Simon and 
Garfunkel, Sound of Silence. | loved Dana Winner's rendition! 


Hello silence old friend, 
Methinks I'm going round the bend? 
Bail me out oh so quickly, 


Me getting quite sickly, of the cacophony of voices jarring 
in my head, 


The brain feeling dead, full of lead. 


Oh silence my old friend, 
Your calmness was such a godsend, 
| didn't realise your importance to my failing health, 


Till | was drained of all my wealth and left a pauper! 
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From your comforting womb, 
| was thrown out in blinding light 


Couldn't blank out the avalanche of sounds engulfing me 
try as | might, 


Couldn't help drowning in the sea of noise, gasping for air 
to live and thrive, 


"Twas all as if in vain 


Wouldn't dare do it again. 


Oh silence old friend 

| miss your warm embrace 

Your cool comforting presence, 

My heart and mind you did mend 

To take on this world all over again 
Sounds of speech are so deceiving 
Meaning nothing, saying everything, 
Do they stand the test of time, 
Vacuous lip service, not worth a dime, 


Why waste talking the precious hours, 
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Knowing nothing will come to pass 


What is this compulsion to say something you won't even 
honour, now or ever?! 


Dear silence old friend, 

Teach the multitudes telepathy, 
Where real emotions count, 
Unfettered by language bounds, 


And the meaning and the intention is crystal clear, without 
fear, 


And Man returns to his Eden, 


And God's happy in His Heaven... 
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Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker, recently turned grandmother! She used to 
write sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of 
the Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and 
words are her world. 
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We live 

In an insane society 
Millions of people 

Have been butchered 
In the name of religion 
In the name of freedom 
In the name of isms 
Throw away our masks 
Come out of the boxes 
Let us reunite 


We are one 
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Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature’s 
beauty etc. He has published poems in various anthologies 
and periodicals and received many awards of excellence. 
He was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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DREAMS 

My dreams take flight 

To the land of delight. 

Like a fresh dew drop 

On the morning grass 

Free and comfort 

Shines bright. 

Seeds of hope vibrate 

Under the shades of your arms 
And fragrance of the ecstasy. 


Just as sudden waves of wind, 
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howl on my loneliness 
| stand dazed 


In the thirsty arms of sand. 
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Preety Bora: | am a poet residing in India, Assam, in a small 
city called "Golaghat". | am working as a co-editor of a 
bilingual book. | have contributed to various anthologies. | 
have also edited one bilingual anthology of poems. Nature 
is my great inspiration. 
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YOUTH AND AGING PROCESS 
When Lilacs bloom and garden 
Is full with sweet fragrance, 
Youth and sprightliness go 


hand in hand to march ahead. 


Morgan and Liza walk up 
With full throbbing hopes 
to build a future in well spun 


hut, a bliss and bonanza now. 
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Aging in the form of couple 


Stand afar, sit a while and 


Stand, cursing their shrunken 


Skin and layered flesh. 


Many a farming, many a 
Cattle, milking cows their forte; 
Their yesteryears bereft of loss 


And bemuse had a smooth sail. 


The escalators yonder bid a note 
As if youth and Age are two sides 
Of the same coin, bear and live 


Else be in ruthless strain. 
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Radhamani Sarma: | am a poet, short story writer, residing 
in Chennai ,India. | am a retired professor of English. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published 
my own poetry collections ,Also a reviewer and critic, 
contributed critical essays on living writes, a blogger. 
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A GREAT BROTHER 
DESERVES NOTHING 
BUT THE BEST, TODAY 
AND ALWAYS- 


HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY 


TO MY BROTHER 
My brother is not a poet. He works, cares 


for our parents, his wife and his daughter, 


devotes his self and time to his family and life. 


He does not have time to read or write in verse or prose. 


Poet and reader, selfish and guilty, brother and more, 


| give a lot of time and thought to just myself. 


He gives neither to neither, so, he is neither and today 


is his birthday. | thought I’d wish him in mail. 
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How does a poet send his brother a birthday mail? 


What does he type in it? My diction, my style, even form 


will not appeal to him. He’ll look for words that matter, 


that mean, that speak to him. And then, how can | make 


the letter public? the letter that belongs to my brother, 


without his permission? Am | a poet first or a brother first? 


And then, how do | protect the truth of the word ‘today’, 


when it became ‘yesterday’ while | typed these last lines? 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP Ezine, a poetry ezine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 
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Asifa..... Nirbhaya..... 
Is she a heart, a mind or a soul? 
No. 


She is only a Vagina. 


To plunder, 
To desecrate. 
Leaving behind, 


Yet another signature of machismo. 
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Bharat breaks into outrage - 
Candle trudges, 

Media fury, 

Political onanism 


Cerebral discourses... 


The deluge morphs into a trickle, 
The cacophony fades to a whisper. 


Until - 


Bharat has yet another headline to orgasm over..... 


Another Asifa, 
Another Nirbhaya, 


Another Vagina..... 
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Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, 
almost as many awards and translations into several Indian 
and foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he 
is working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel 
Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his 
website is www.ramendra.in 
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AS IFA 


(An 8 year old nomadic Gujjar girl named Asifa Bano was abducted and 
confined in a temple in Jammu for more than a week and continuously 
raped by a gang of men before being killed. It took 4 months for a charge 
sheet to be filed. Lawyers are protesting against the arrest of the culprits.) 
As if a girl’s scream fell on the deaf ears of gods, hills and 
trees 


As if a rape was not a rape, but just sticking pins into an 
inert doll 


As if a gypsy girl was not a girl, but a plaything of aspiring 
ascetics 


As if a temple was not an abode of God, but a rapist’s 
sanctorum 


As if a girl was not a girl, but a body to crush, smash and 
mutilate 
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As if a hole sprouted between her legs for the sport of 
macho men 


As if a law was not a law but a shredded page of history 


As if a policeman was not a law protector, but a law 
breaker 


As if a lawyer was not a lawman, but a law bender 
As if a legislator was not a law maker but a law ender 
As if a rape was an innocent act like plucking a flower 


As if aland named Kashmir was not a heaven under the 
stars 


As if aheaven named Kashmir was a hell open to rape 
As if 
As if 


As if a girl named Asifa does not exist, didn’t exist, will not 
exist 


As if Asifa was never raped, never tortured, never ravaged 
As if Asifa is a myth, a fantasy, a lie, a fading photo 


As if we are we were we will be ...... 
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Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English 
translations of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest 
(from Malayalam) and Waking is Another Dream (Sri 
Lankan Tamil Poetry) and for Anthologies of Dalit literature 
published by OUP and Penguin India. Published poems in 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He is one of the five 
contributing poets to the anthology, “A Strange Place Other 
Than Earlobes” (five voices seventy poems). A collection of 
his poetry, "Architecture of Flesh" was published by 
Paperwala in 2015. 
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REMNANTS (A PUENTE) 
A missed letter lay in a wooden box at her gate 

A jasmine vine unfurled, weeping flowers at the haste 
The house was empty, the memories had left 


A broken promise loitered, alone, bereft 
~There remains a not-so-sweet smell of forgotten love~ 


A brown crush of jasmine sleeps at your feet 
The few | rescued from my hair lie on the crumpled sheet 
The night meanwhile has ambled in, drunk, on all fours 


and has stuck its cold feet in the crevices of a broken door 





Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently 
living in Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems have 
been published in several anthologies and journals. She is 
also the Destiny Poets UK's, Poet of the year for 2014 and 
one of the editors of The Significant Anthology released in 
July 2015. More recently, she was adjudged second in the 
World Union Of Poet's competition, 2016. She writes at 
Butterflies Of Time. 
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FOR HAWKING 


The Legend of the man who imagined the Infinite 


On his way home, the man who 
knows everything, he started 
imagining the infinite. He turned 
left in one of those streets 
under the starry sky and 

lost his way back home. 

As he mused about the infinite 


he went further and realised 
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he forgot his name somewhere 
in his thoughts. The man who 
lost his home and his name 
continued walking, as he 
thought about the infinite. 

In one of those unassuming 
moments, he abandoned 

the fact that he was a human. 
Nowhere to return to and no one 
to ask where he was heading, 

he went on and on thinking 
about the infinite. 

After a point in his journey, 

the man even dropped the 

truth of his own existence. 

Now, the man who started for home 
is left with nothing. He went 


so far in his thoughts 
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that there was no return. 

He kept thinking of the infinite 

and eventually, as the legend goes, 
he forgot the infinite too and 


disappeared into nothingness. 
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Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published 
in various online magazines, and has been acknowledged 
and complimented by various senior poets. 
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EASTER IN BIRDLAND 

(for Charlie Parker and Patti Smith) 
Mr. Yard Bird... 

cognac reed soaked up tight 
hangs on from some silver wire 
then glides off 


pregnant with another fantastic egg 
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and all the day long 

sporting some improbable floppy hat 
unattached to his head, 

goes bopping... 


soaring 


raindrops drip from my St. Lucie roof... 
while I, self-ensconced so perfectly, 
reflect on another hip image of the world, 
and after the shower 


abducted by a bed of drenched Pascua daisies and 
sunflowers 


a family of butterflies deliriously drink deeply from within 


somewhere, some soggy park bench 
rests, 
blessed again by Mother Oak, 


enduringly waits for the sun 
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while we children innocently sniff at Yardbird’s fleeting bop 
bubbles, 


unbroken bones 


made obsolete by each exact moment’s loss 


and so too a hovering polar baby bird 
enchanted every minute by her fledging life, 
carries on 


the breath’s improvised 


extraordinary flight for freedom 





Robert Feldman: He is a writer and poet. He has 
participated in dozens of poetry readings around the 
country, and continues to write, paint, and play tabla, 
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besides working with high-school students as_ faculty 
advisor of the Park Vista Writers Workshop. 
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THE TRAIN OF TIME 

The train of time 

Keeps rolling and 

Bringing along irreversible 
Changes that won't divert 
Its course to make me 


The exception to universal laws! 


So, let's board now that train 
That will take us to the temple 
Where wisdom and faith 


Gather at everything dawn 
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To lift up the higher spirit 
Of love and peace, 
Hold my hand and let's go 


Together in harmony! 


Take me as | come to you: 
Genuine and honest 

For |am nothing more 
Than an entity made of 


Flesh and a humble spirit! 


Embedded | am with 

The same substance 

As anyone else but with 

A unique vision and mission: 
To spread the message of 
Love and Peace throughout 


The whole world! 
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Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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THE KINDLY LIGHT 

Mother, she makes everything nice 

In all the beautiful ways! 

Mother, she taught us how to love 
And to be loved, 

She fed us her breast with proud! 
Mother, she fills the pigments of love; 
In all her life and kept it always alive 
That gives us the hope to live. 

Mother, when she holds us in her arms 
We feel the utmost protection from all harms 


When she plant a bud of kiss in our cheeks 
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We get a garden of rose, 

With her tender kisses in our hearts. 

Mother, she could never be alone or idle 

But always in the middle 

Of her dears and nears. 

Mother, she is the cause of harmony in our life, 
Cause of buds to bloom, cuckoos to sing 

She is the cause of light in our home 

She is the kindly light, 


Lead kindly light. 
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Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Admin 
Manager. Writes short stories, poems and travelogues in 
various regional language magazines (Malayalam), 
periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem Kattuchola’, and 
used to write English poems in Saudi Gazette Weekend 
edition. 
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BEING IN THE LEAGUE 
Day by day | try 

To be cool and popular 
But i feel that i 


Won't get that little ever 


| don't feel cool enough 
| don't feel wanted, feel liked 
And as i think of all this 


My feeling of sadness is hiked 


247 


Parties, friends, trips and boys 
An important part of being cool 
And if you don't relate to this 


You are an alien, a fool! 


This basically is my life 
This is what happens everyday 
| think if i ever crush on someone 


"it wasn't expected," everyone'll say 


But why? Just ‘coz I'm studious? 
Just 'coz I'm always reading? 
Just 'coz I'm different? 

Just 'coz following the crowd 


"Isn't my thing"? 


Yes I'm different, 


But I'm happy. 
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I'm not like others 


So you needn't be snappy. 


If you can’t stand me, 
Then leave me alone. 


And it's probably 


‘Coz of you, | outshone. 





Samixa Bajaj: She is a 13-year-old, student of class 7. She is 
an avid reader, whose range of reading varies from Tinkle 
to Ramayana. She dabbles in poetry, giving words to her 
thoughts depending on her moods. A budding writer and a 
dancer. 
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THE SILENT BYSTANDER 
Photographs do not speak. 
They glitter like fire flies and 
Kindle every corner of mind. 
Like the holy evening lamp 
They shimmer near the Tulsi, 
And watch the old silent ancestral house. 
They enjoy the happy feet 

of the idle breeze, 

Caressing the young turfs. 
Oh ! How Silently they watch 


the monsoon's Gajan dance 
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And the flowing Time ! 

They watch, they evoke 

All old, told stories of Life. 
Silently torturing the memories! 
But, 


They don't speak... 


*Note: GAJAN: "GAJAN" is a form of folk dance of Bengal to celebrate the 
CHAITRA SANKRANTI or the end of Bengali year. 


*Note: TULSI : The holy Basil 





Sanhita Sinha: She native of Tripura, is a teacher, a 
bilingual poet. Her poems got published in different 
national and international anthologies, journals & 
magazines. Apart from writing she is actively engaged in 
cultural activities too. She is a regular artist of television 
and radio too. 
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EVERY MORNING A REBIRTH 

In the east; there is a scintillating morning 

dawning in a golden luminescence. 

The pigeons in skeletal branches look around 

with nonchalance; their way of greeting the new day 
in a meaningfulness mute. 

With a phlegmatic air, they watch mongrels at play. 
The laughter club members guffaw in fake mirth 


to decrease their blood pressure, trim their girth. 
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A bubbly child claps joyously with his playmate 
pointing towards a buttered pancake, 


masquerading as a bald pate. 


Under a tree hidden from sight, a balladeer sits 

singing of some fiery spirit, lost and gone, 

hoping for a rebirth in the new dawn. 

The pigeons suddenly burst forth into yodels 

intrigued by a mother, mollycoddling 

her sleepy child, showing him a lapwing strutting around 
like an anorexic model 


traipsing on the ramp. 
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Santosh Bakaya: | am a poet, novelist, essayist residing in 
JAIPUR, RAJASTHAN, INDIA. | work as a teacher and have 
contributed to various anthologies, have written many 
novels and poetry anthologies, and a poetic biography of 
Mahatma Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. Recently | delivered a Ted 
Talk on THE MYTH OF WRITERS' BLOCK. 
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DEDICATED TO MY COLLEGE FAREWELL 
Farewell to the college years 

Farewell to familiar smiles and tears 
Farewell to my comfort zone 


Farewell to my backbone 


Farewell to my loved ones 
Farewell to a thousand splendid suns 
Farewell to the parking lot 


Farewell to the bunked slot 
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Farewell to those scooty drives 
Farewell to the fast paced strides 
Farewell to my excitement 


Farewell to the Department of Human Development 





Sara Bubber: | am studying Human Development from 
MSU, Baroda. In my free time (sometimes even during 
classes) | love looking out of the window especially when it 
rains. | love reading, listening to music and spending time 
with my dogs. My dogs are my favourite people in the 
world. 
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from Blade Runner 2049 


TEMPORAL BETRAYAL 
the syringe 

the rack 

the ceiling fan 

the mushroom giant 


the shrub despair. 


with every fall of radioactive rain 


sins will be washed. 
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when the time comes 
there will be power failure 


the screens will reveal 


blue faces. 





Late Sara Omankutty Varghese: She was, like GM Hopkins, 
an unpublished poet and mother of four children plus a 
homemaker. She has one self-published book of poems 
SARA to her credit and two Bible Quiz Books as well as two 
more unpublished books, one in Malayalam and another 
one mainly poetry in English, from which this poem is 
taken. She deserves the kind of recognition poets like 
Hopkins and Emily Dickinson too got only posthumously. 
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This tiny vision so ethereal 
Clothed in layered radiant white 
She appeared a godsend dream 


Of gossamer satin made of light 


A gurgling cherub so beautiful 
Rocking on a cushion of breeze 
With dimpled limbs plump & tender 


She gazed with starlit eyes at me 


Her jet black curls of effervescence 


With mirth dancing around her nape 
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As she bounced and sang with glee 


Setting off sparklers from her cape 


Reaching her arms to an astounded me 
This month and half old infant 
Assured joyously, she belonged to me 


Awakening bonds forgotten, that instant 


We chatted now | realise telepathically 
She brought gifts of love and healing 
Gathering edges of rent upon my heart 


The hurts she ministered ever so gently 


She nestled on my bursting Bosom 
And gushed on with her baby prattle 
A chunk of my soul, very same stardust 


Cupping my pain in her haloed palm 


260 


She told me she was one and the same 
Of the numerous times she had in vain 
Implanted in my womb as a burgeoning seed 


And watched me writhe helplessly in pain 


Of the many empty unslept nights 
The tears unshed bottled deep inside 
Of the many poems written and unsaved 


Gathered by angels with great pride 


Blessed souls, | had unknowingly let go 
Blind and untrusting in my ignorance 
| failed to accept destiny's well-meant will 


Yet here she was immaculate innocence 


My very own angel from the heavens 


She revealed a thousand truths now comprehensible 
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As my being lit up with wisdom celestial 


Of life and birth and soul indestructible 


Buried truths emerged in that exchange 
Veils over memories disappearing like noon mist 
Explaining matters eternal and deeply profound 


The regrets laid to rest in this occultist presence 


She revealed she was already on the earthly plane 
Of unknown blood but still my soul spark 
As a one year old beatific fledgling 


In an orphanage not too far from me 


There was a race on to adopt this beatific being 
Descending from angelic realms with divine plans 

| could still embrace her if | wished willingly 

There were several more with same divine missions 


They need a loving home, a family the ultimate chapel 
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Seema K Jayaraman: She is poetess based out of Mumbai, 
India, tracing her roots to the mystical land of ‘Naura’ 
(Cannanore, Kerala). She is a professional in the IT Banking 
domain. She writes both free style and rhyme based verses. 
And enjoys writing Haikus and Tankas. Her debut book 
Wings Of Rhapsody — A Dalliance Of Poems was released in 
June 2016. 
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IT HURTS 

It hurts 

being human it hurts 
for every cry 

for every tears 


for every innocent blood. 


No matters 

it’s Paris, Beirut or Baghdad, 
Syria, Yemen or Nigeria, 

New York, Mumbai or Peshawar. 


No matters 
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It’s Muslim, Hindus, Jews or Christians. 
Being human every heart bleeds, 


Why not your hands shiver when you kill? 





Shamenaz: | reside in Allahabad. | am a freelance writer, 
passionate reader, blogger, and poet, with many published 
poems in E-journals & magazines in India. | have presented 
papers in India and abroad. | am in the Editorial board of 
journals: Literary Miscellany, Cyber Literature, Research 
Access, Expression, The Context & IJRHS (Jordan). | am the 
Guest Editor of ‘The Context’ Volume 2, issue 3. | have 
served as a Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET 
& Cultural Incharge, AIET. 
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FIREWORKS 

You swoon and swerve, drift apart 
From many a fantasy of my heart 
You whisper, you blush, you hold my hand 
These thoughts they slide through 
Grains of sand. 

Streams of water whetting a knife 
Slow and steady tears, sharpening 
My eyes 

| see you, Now | see you go- 
These thoughts their cacophony 


They’re music no more. 
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The fireworks have exploded 
Smoke now resides, 


In the darker spaces 


Of my mind. 





Shivank Sarin: Like chocolate sprinkles on dessert, poetry 
and music have added excitement and sweetness to my 
life. I’m technically 18, but to me, age acts as no barrier 
towards being cynical or insightful. I’m notorious for my 
gluttonous appetite and even skipping social gatherings just 
to attend music lessons. I’m soon to be a first year student 
studying Economics at Ashoka University, where | hope to 
further develop my musical, literary as well as professional 
abilities. Would love to hear from = you _— at- 


shivanksarin98@gmail.com 
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UNDER THE RISING SUN 
A meagre piece of land 
On unclaimed property 
Shifting priorities 


Blooming of rose flowers on sand 


Joy of peace can never be bought 
Festooning of flowers wrought 
With desire and loftiness spending 


On land, a never ending bloom of desire 
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Barbed wire and fences unbending 
A slew of thorns riding 

On a trough of desire 

Land says ”why me” 

Desolate, as it may seem 


On the fruit of wakefulness 


Man, in all his pristineness 

Least comprehending 

The call of land in all its sereneness 
Mind abandoned, left alone for solace 
Nature, alone and unbending 

Craving for matter 


Inducing inner peace 


Land, crying out for lost glory 


Befitted, as it may seem in a king’s story 
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For the bloom of flowers and nature’s glory 


In the wakefulness of the audacity of man 


Garbage, thrown waste 
Upon land that is 
Cemented not in haste 
Of love and togetherness 


In the vast chasm that lies 








Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, Shobha was 
highly influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha has a keen interest 
in languages, be it prose or poetry. She has also worked as 
a teacher in schools for some time. 
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DESTINY 

Water in the shape of a bottle 

Or foaming in the course of a waterfall, 
My love in the shape of a loved one, 


My perception perused by your perception. 


The wilds are shaped by their discovery, 


And the soul reshaped by our body, 
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Its deeds and desires, remembrance. 
Our voices interpreted, 
Smiles misinterpreted, 


God, tell me again, are you me 


Or lam you? 





Shreekumar Varma: | am a poet, novelist, playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. | am now a full-time writer. | 
have contributed to various anthologies. | have received 
the R. K. Narayan Award for Creative Writing. 
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SOMETHING | LOOK AT 

You are no more 

my friend Karna, the great giver is no more 
no more is my savior 

the man with masculine virility 


and unmatched vigor 


No more is the man 

with celestial ear rings 

no more is my hero 

who lived his life and died his death 


for me and me only 
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My heart bleeds 

mind does not accept 

how can | reconcile to something 

so unreal so unacceptable 

that my friend with the diamond coat 


is no more 


With you 

gone are my dreams 

gone are my passions 

what | will do 

with the whole of the world 
when you are not there 

of what use pelf and power 
the throne of Hastinapur 
when my friend left the world 


in an empty hand 
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Your friend Duryodhan is all alone 
only a physical body 

my soul is with you 

my love my emotion 


my whole world is with you 


My life means nothing to me 
for | do not know 

how to live without you 

but | have to die my death 


without you 


My friend 

you know 

your friend is not a coward 

there is none in the opposite camp 
who can defeat your friend 


in his art 
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he can still win the world 
but of what use 


when you are not there 


My spirit is high 

in anticipation of meeting you in the sky 
let me embrace death 

with a smile on lips 


and head high 





i 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is a multi-lingual poet. His 


writings include essays, short stories, poems and novels 


which are published in newspapers and in various national 


and international magazines, journals and anthologies. 


Working as Finance Officer in Govt of Odisha, he writes 


extensively on life, its beauty and intricacies, which are 


widely acclaimed. 
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HAPPY NAVRATRS 

Holy blissful days have come again 

All around there is joy and fun 

People celebrating the special occasion 
Pious and sacred days of celebration 

Year’s most auspicious time is there 

Nine sacred days of Maa Amba here 

Aha! World is drowned in nectar of divinity 
Very graceful is Goddess Bhagwati 

Reciting divine prayers and hymns 

All around there are enchanting rhymes 
Temples everywhere are beautifully decorated 


Religious places are very much crowded 
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Awesome Navratras mesmerizing as a whole 


Serenity is dwelling in every soul! 





Sonia Gupta: Dr. Sonia is a dentist by profession. She is the 
author of four English & two Hindi poetry books. Her many 
poems and stories have been placed in various anthologies, 
magazines & newspapers. She has been awarded with 
various awards n Hindi literature and won many poetry 
competitions organised by various literary groups on 
facebook. Besides being aa poetess and doctor she is fond 
of paintings, singing, cooking, designing, knitting and 
teaching. Her many projects are coming soon. 
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On my way home 
As | walk towards my house 
| behold an alcoholic 
Drinking his daughter’s future 
And somewhere at a corner 
A cat taking care of its 
Newborn kittens. 
| start contemplating as usual 


As | move ahead 
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| see a happy family 

A responsible father, a caring mother 
And a fortunate daughter. 

| wish | had such a great family! 

It would have been possible 

If the drunkard whom | saw 


Just few minutes back 


Was not my father. 





Sravani Singampalli: She is a published writer and poet 
from India. She is presently pursuing doctor of pharmacy at 
JNTU KAKINADA university in Andhra Pradesh, India. 
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THE NATION BUILDING... 
Vivacious streams 
were violated 

in the sacred 
insecure mountains 
The delirious 

wind carried 
suicide notes 
across the valleys, 
Every minute 

every second; 
uncounted deaths 


disappeared 
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Charts and graphs 

piled up 

on discussion tables 
While the forgotten ashes 
in the air 

flew there 

helpless 

speechless 

and tried to shook 

every nook of crooked 


iron walled hearts 


The forlorn - 

were crushed alive 
with stones of 
neolithic age 


Dead bodies 
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were left in drains 


to be drenched 


Their blood 

was served 

as wine 

Their belongings 

were buried 

under the monuments 
to keep 

the modern temples- 
unshaken 

Some; were kept in dungeons- 
good exhibits 


to be displayed when in need 


The singing angels 


were burned alive 
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The good hearted devils 
were hunted down 


The nights and days become one 


The smoky sky hides 
the sluggish fears 
The brackish lakes 


dissolve suppressed cries 


The lurking larvae 
of the new species 
flourish, 

feeding 

the minds 


of feeble 


The creepy 


infection 
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standing on 
cracked pillars 

of chauvinism 
peacefully 

carved 

a paradise 

an empire heaven 


for its elite vampires... 





Stalina Sbs: She is a chemistry teacher writing poems in 
Malayalam, English and Hindi. She has published her works 
in many of the leading periodicals in Malayalam. 
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SILENCE 


Silence we have been taught 
Silence we practice 
Silence has engulfed our conscience 
Silence, silence, silence everywhere 
Many a times we want to evade it 
Want to scream our heart out 
Ah, no sound comes out 
Just a breathless crushed breath 
Have we lost our voice? 
Or mistaken silence for peace 


No, no, no 
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This handicap of ours can’t be peace 
It’s invitation of death enveloped in life 
It’s lifelessness without being dead 
It’s murder of soul to take care of physical existence 
Silence, peace, silence, peace is what we expect 
Silence, violence, silence, violence is what we receive 
Be ready to pay for your silence 
Today it’s Asifa Bano 
Tomorrow be ready for your turn 


Silence, silence, silence 
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Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 
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| drink from your goblet eyes 
your little quirks 

your little mannerisms 
my glass gets filled 
with understanding 

of your many moods 

| watch like a hawk 
for signs as | know 
better 

The silence envelopes 
like the blanket of a 
moonless night 


no stirrings in the void 
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just the seamless 


progression of nothingness...... 


Yet! 


Many moons ago 

we rode on the wings 

of the shimmering silvery 
moonbeams 

caressed by the tidal 
waves of our 

undeniable effusion 

of lava emotions 

Riding the crest 


thrilling in each other 


The molten lava 


has long cooled 
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in the aftermath 
cooled into the dark 
basaltic rocks 

Ash and cinder 

lie scattered in the 
desolate terrain 
withering and 
engulfing all that came 


in its wake . 
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Sudeshna Mukherjee: She is an Economics Major. She is a 
poet, short story writer and painter. Her book of poems 
“Meanderings of the Mind” has been published. Many of 
her poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies, magazines and e-publications. 
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AGAIN 

Again those enamoured eyes 
Again that drizzle insane 

Again that rustling sound of leaves 


Again two poetic brain. 


Again that tremor in our heart, 


Again those days about to start. 


You and me 


Hand in hand 


Let's walk again. 
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Let's recall some thoughts 
Let's recall those days 


Let's recall what two hearts once said. 


Let's cherish those moment again 


When a deluge would run into our vein. 


Forgetting all odds 
Let’s kindle some lovable thought. 
We will not depart again, 


It's my plight to God. 
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Sumana Bhattacharee: She is a poet who lives in Kolkata, 
India. Music, poetry, and drama are her passions, and her 
poems have been published in various anthologies and 
blogs. She has published a book of poems. She has a poetry 
group of her own and she is working as an admin of three 
poetry groups. 
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LIVING IN THE MOMENT 
Teach me how 

To freewheel 

Down a slope 

Legs high in the air 
Toes pointing to the sky 
Mind joyfully meeting 
Exuberant breeze 
Stroking face 

Whipping clothes alive. 
Five years old sister 


Clings on behind 
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Riding pillion 

On the narrow 

Metal tray meant 

to clip a book or two. 
From the handlebars 
Hangs lunch packed 

by hurried Dad 

Rushing for office. 
Neither Dad nor Mom 

In mind, vague consciousness 
Delivering sister and lunch 
Safely to Mom 

lying in traction 
Hospitalised again 

For a painful slip disc. 
Nine years old me, 

Teach me how 


To freewheel 
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Down a slope 
Legs high in the air 
Toes pointing to the sky 


Mind joyfully meeting 


Exuberant breeze. 





Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adish Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) 
from Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both 
poetry and prose. She resides in the southern end of 
Chennai with her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find 


her blog at: https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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© 


COLOUR PREFERENCE OF INDIA 





In a crowded locality of the suburban Mumbai, 
outside a tiny apartment, 
in a mid-rise covered with dust 


and grime, an ad 


for a creche facility hanging 


outside a dusty and barred window. It shows 


a mother and a kid 


looking into 


each other’s eyes, happiness personified. 
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Both the featured models, strikingly, are 
blond and white. 
An incongruity in a brown place, 


sharp! 





Sunil Sharma: | am a writer, editor, poet residing in Kalyan, 
MMR (Mumbai Metropolitan Region), India. | work as a 
college principal. | have contributed to various anthologies. 
| have also published one novel and eight books on prose 
and poetry. 
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OH MARY 

“Oh Mary bring the cattle home, 

The cattle home across the sands of Dee” 
The little girl revised her class poem chirpily. 
These are my cattle, my race horses three; 
She slapped them fondly and smiled happily. 
My sands are forests, sparsely felled, 

So much to graze on, so much greenery. 

She looked on in wonder at God’s bounty, 


As slowly she flitted towards her destiny 
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Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of 
the universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power 
of words, in the power of good intentions. She has two 
children both of good literary prowess, both creative in 
their own way. 
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You reside in me 
In a claustrophobic alley 


Where you cannot move 


It is not that you don’t love me 
But you say you cannot breathe 
In the room | created for us 

In the dingy corridors 

My love blinds 


You wait to exhale 
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In a chamber 


Where | left no scope for windows 


| frighten you 

You look for escape 

And | tell you to exit 

From the back lane in the dark 
For | have clung and consumed 
And stifled 


And left no space between the rooms 


It is not that you don’t love me 


But | terrify you 


In the sheer manner of my want 


For If | cannot love this intensely 


Then | cannot love at all 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative 
possibilities beyond the ordinary. She is a French teacher 
and translator and an active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi. Her various passions include playing the piano 
and composing Music. Poetry for her is her stress buster, 
her flight of fancy and strangely, what keeps her rooted 
too. 
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hey have told you 

haven't they? 

This is just one life, 

we all die one day, 

you never know what happens next, 
so better begin to live. 

Why is that 

| have to love something today 
because it might end tomorrow, 
why is it that 

it isn't enough for me 


to love this moment 
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simply because | am alive and breathing now and that the 
the sky is flawlessly blemished, 

do | need another reason 

to begin to love, 

isn't it enough 

for you to love now, 

while you are reading this 

with your eyes open, 

lips making mild movements, 

you heart beating like your body 


was a musical instrument 


Isn't this enough moment for you to love, do you need 
another reason 


do you need any reason at all, 
what could be a bigger reason 


than you containing an universe in your heart?? 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a 
conversation with her soul. 
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|, CRISTOFORO COLOMBO 
|, Cristoforo Colombo, dying but not dead 
Waiting to set sail on my fifth voyage finally 


Know that | shall be remembered and dismembered 


By those whose uncharted lives | leave behind-- 
| know a day will dawn 


When my face will be splashed across 


A conspiracy of postage stamps 
With someone throwing this mariner a bone: 


A holiday celebrating my day in the Caribbean sun. 
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| can still see San Salvador on sleepless nights: 
A speck from the unrepentant Atlantic, 


The waves rising skywards like my prayers-- 


| brought the New World to the Old:- 
Gold, spices, and slaves- 


And | murdered in God's name. 


|, Cristoforo Colombo, blessed by Isabella, 


Mouth this monologue as my last testament 


To the ungrateful living dead. 
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Vijay Nair: | am a poet residing in Palakkad, India. | work as 
Associate Professor [Retd]. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published 3 poetry anthologies. | 
was awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. 
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GOD 

God died 

God died because you killed Him 

God died because you raped Her 

God died because you violated, mutilated, tortured god 
God is now god 


You now have orange god, green god, white god, 
multicoloured gods 


All gods are orphaned 
All abandoned by their followers 


The remaining gods will soon be raped, tortured, mutilated 
and killed 
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No god deserves to be around 

Especially when the Followers 

Have overpowered and reduced them to gods 
One day the gods will worship the Followers 


Was that how these gods first became Gods?! 





Vineetha Mekkoth: | am a poet, writer, editor residing in 
Calicut, India. | work as Assistant State Tax Officer in the 
State GST Department. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published a poetry collection. An 
article published in latest issue of Malayalam Literary 
Survey, a Kerala Sahitya Akademi publication. 
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SOME LAW OR SOMETHING 
the funeral director 
explained how 

the casket would 

be sealed inside 


a concrete vault 


it’s how it’s done 
some law 


or something 
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| was distracted 

by the metals woods 
colors interiors 
prices 

not listening 

all that closely 

but catching the 


general gist 


| wanted to peruse 
the urns in the corner 
but managed to stay 


on point 


she’d be boxed 
and vaulted 
her hands made 


into bony leather 
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Wanda Morrow Clevenger: She is a former Carlinville, IL 
native. Over 450 pieces of her work appear in 155 print 
and electronic publications. Her flash fiction “Roses and 
Peppermint Candy” won the 2014 Winter Short Story 
Contest in The Holiday Café . Her poem “corsage” won the 
2014 Black Diamond Award for Excellence of Craft in The 
Midnight on the Stroll Poetry Contest. Her nonfiction “Big 
Love” was nominated for 2016 Best of Net by Red Fez 
literary journal. 
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KAREEM 

It took forty years of aging to get you to leave the court, yet 
rather than older, you are taller, towering over everyone 
before and, probably, everyone who will ever come to play. 
| was just learning the game when | first heard the name 
Lew Alcindor: one of only three who could leap and reach 
over the top of the boards to touch the back. The other two 


were Russell and Wilt, and you were still in school. 


You kept the strength of the big man inside— 


blocking shots, driving powerful and smooth as a Coltrane 
solo. 


Then you changed your name after changing the game 
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forever—from lay-ups to untippable skyhooks: 
shots leaving the wrist from outside the key in an arc 


so graceful and perfect they surpassed pyramids, lunar 
landings, 


maybe even resurrections. 





William P. Cushing: Bill Cushing continues writing, 
teaching, and working on his writing, now with a goal of 
presenting a publishable collection of work by the end of 
the year. In the meantime, he sends birthday wishes to the 
subject of his poem this time out as Jabbar turns 71 on 
April 16. 
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BACK TO YOU 

At the end of the day 

Like a kite that had been flying up 

| come back to you my love 

This ennui of leading a dual life 
Creeps in and sucks up the elan vital 
And | find recluse between the breasts 
| have always known 

The heart that has proved a fountain 
Of love | found nowhere in none 
Shelters me once again 

Despite all the wrongs done 


By an insidious lover in me 
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| can travel around the globe 
And fill the circle with you 
But then | do halt 


By you by my fault. 


ny 
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Zulfiqar Parvez: Vice Principal Cum O Levels English 
Language Teacher, London Grace International School, 
Dhaka. | have done my Honours and Masters in English 
Language and Literature from the University of Rajshahi, 
and am the editor of Neeharika. 
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